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The Blind- 


Acr I. 


Emer Bedford , Sir Robert Weſt aptain 
* Weltford 4 ee 0 


Bed. you Peers of "England that with awfull dread Drum, 
Have pac du the green Garments of fair France, 
Here ceaic a while, and give the Frexcb-wenx tell, 
That they may know whoſe Soveraignty is beſt, 
Either the Dolphin”, or our Royal Lords, 
But what pale our Conqueſts ar from home, 
When civil Dilcords ſtit uncivil arms 
In the Kings Chamber , Landen, nay+ his Court ? 
See Lords, read what is written there. 
By bleſt St. Peter, Gloſter is to blame, 


And M nchefter hath neither grace nor ſhame. 
Sir Rob. Yes my Lord, he 1s Lord Cardinals grace. 


Bed. Lord Cardinal ! mwry ſie he w Mer 
But now his Hat exalcy his proud heart more: | 
Bur when I come ther, lie make them know 
The benefic of Peace ; fall out tor women, 


Wravgle at a word? the one's Protector 
Ofa ſacred Prince, the other made a Prince Drum afar off. 


Amongit the Prelates; though Bewferd baſely born 
Ile write tothem : if with regardleſs eves our lines chey read, 


VVe'll over and cut off their ſactious head 
Sir Reb. About old Playnſey: for 2 ſays your Excellency? 


Bed. Sis Malters (on marry Sir Reb — March « 7 


The Blind- Beggar of Bednall-Green, 3 


Me 
1 | : n | 
Enter young Plainſe wit Dram and Souldier 7 __ 
and a Switzar. | | 
T. Plays. - Health te your Excellence molt gracious Regent, 
Playnſey long Priſonetr in Ame * 
Releat by Memford: bbuantyaui yu entre 
Requeſts theſe Priſoners be diimil 
This Sir may be ſearcht , forlaſt night late 
I heard a Gentleman tell him in Duich, 
If he would bear a Letter to Lord, 
VVith whomPFeleires had intelligence, 
He ſhould tecei ve in hand ten Crowns in gold, 
And 3o more when 'twas deli wei d uhim. 
Bed. Who was it promiſ'd you ſo large reward 2? 
Switz,. On frolick yonket, 
Dat is de Scryven Ick Doeniit fox · ſtoꝶ 
De ſectetatie to Vn Here Vilieres ä 8 
Bed, He was the Sectetary to the Goyernout? 
Swix. Y aw, yaw, mine Here. 
Bed. Who were they (ent unto ? (Guyner, 
Swiz. To van Heren Mont for d dat is de grave van Callis ant van 
Dar is de en ſcript deen Lecters watt you ſee then. 
Bed. To Momford | what ſhould Veleires Write to ford. Read. 
Sr. Rob. Playnſey is this the plot for Aomford; fall? 
T. Playn. It is, and be aſſured that down he ſhall, 
Sr. Reb. Oh let me hugg thee ! thou halt won my heart 
7. Plan. Forbear, leti the ſhatp eye of Jealoufic, 
See by this ſudda in Joy our Injury. 
Sir Rob, When ic breaks forth wee'l ſeem to weep for grief. 
Bed. Lords take your places, and Mr, Pleynſey take your ſeat, 
For in this bufineſs your deſerr is great. : 
See here's a Letter — from Amiens unto Alem ford. 
Ones. How, unto cAMeonford | | 
Bed, Yes, and if this ſpeak righe , 
And means to morrow ere rev ar ra 
To yield up Calus to the enemy, ', - 
| weft. High Heaven for-ſend it, gracious General. 
1 not a more noble Spirit 


The Blind-Beggarof Bednall-Green; 7 
In any Souldiers breati,than noble N 12 
T. Playn, Lie gage my lite Lord will be loyal. 
Bed. We would be loath to figd him otherwiſe : EH Adone= 
Bot here he comes himtelſ, his eyes bewray 
Sorrow, as clowds fore-ſbew a day. _ 
Mexf, Better ſucceſs bet ide my Noble Lords, | 
Than hath befalo the miſerable eur. a 
Bed. What hath befain thee = * 
Momf. , Gaynes , 1s ray" L 
Bed. * when mult Calis be ſurrendered ? 
Momf. Never while Memford hath the charge of ir, 
Bed. Yes, if thou have the charge of ic this night | 
It mult be yielded unto falſe Veet. 
Hete's a large promiſe of ten thouſand Marks, 
Your praiſe for Fridays work in yielding Guyness 
Know you this hand? Oh that onſilver hairs , 
Atter much honour won in lowring Yourh, 
Should fit ſo huge a ſhame as on thlne doth. 
Mowf. My Lord! Lords all! this is conſpiracy. 
Bed. True, conſpiracy in thee, for there he ftands 
That ſhould have brought tha Letter to thy hands. 
Momf. This fellow fled from Hance Beamart the Traitor) 
The Walloon Captain that betray'd the Lanthorn, 
And ſo by conſequence the Fort of Gaynes, 
Bed. HMomford no more, his free copfeſsion 
Hath putchaſed his pardon, fellow H 
Amungſt our Engliſh, and expect good pay. 
Swiz., Thank hab mine Here, lets Jacob gilt habben, 
And Ick (all fight wid ten hunderd t Divels. Ex: Swite. 
Momf. Shall ſuch a one touch AH ford reputation 
Bed. Theſe Letters and the accidents ſucceeding 
Condemn thee, and thou know it by Law of Arms 
Thou merit'it death wi h more than common torture: 
But thy exceeding valloue oi en t tide, 
dets open Mercies gate, whote genre hand 1 
Leads thee from death, but leaves t hee baniſhed ed 
From England, and the Reaims and Provinces - 
Under pto ection of the Engliſh King, 
Only chy Lands and (Goofs thou envy, | 
And u herrioꝝrt item tbem be ill maintain emPP. 


oof, My gracious Lord! 
a 2 Bed, Thou 


The Blind-Begger of Bednall- Green. 
Bed. Thou find' but too much grace. 
Auf. Here me but (peak. E 
Nad. No more; we muſt away, 
To win by force the Town thou didſt betray. : Exeunt, 
Oh miſerable | miſerable man Falls. 
Weſt. Why doyou faint ? why fall you on the ground? 
Sir Rob. Coſen acile. wo (* 
Manet Momtord-Sir Rob. V. Playnſey, and (ap. Weliford. 
r. Plan. Father, you are my Father | 
The Lady Elizabeth your noble Daughter 
Is my aſfied wife, for her ſake riſe, 
And Rop this tide of woe that drowns your eyes. 
Meomf. Oh miſcrable,miſerable Man! 
Diſhonours- abject, baſe ceproaches ſcorn» 
Why was mine age to this diſaſtet born? 
Cap. weſt. Comſort your ſelf, let not condemn'd deſpaie 
Add to your ſorrow , mare than common cafe. 
If you be jult , as I ſuppoſe you be, 
Know Innocence ends not in milery ; 
Kings have had falls, great Souldiers overthrown, 
Noriches in this earth is a mans on, 
He frives, he toyls, with many pains he takes it, 
In an age gets it, in one hour torſakes it, a 
Emer Luce the Landereſſe ard ; others, | (good, 
Vithr. Hee's yondet yet, hee's digrac*d, and can do us no more 
Therefore let every man ask his own. Follow me Sirs, 
Ile ſpeak to the purpoſe and ſtand too'r. (Army, 
Lace. Nay Sutler by your leave I'll Rand to the beſt man in the 
And have my due before the proudeft of ye, if I do not, 
— Luce the Lan jrefs is your Shee · aſſe to bear for others, 
I'll venture upon him, let him cake it as he will. Emer Souldicy 
All. Do Lace, wee i be rul'd by thee. 
Luce. My Lord, my Noble Lord, I am ſorry for your weak eſtate, 
I hope for all this co tee you up again, here's 4 poor Creatures of us; 
amongit the reſt I am Zece jour poor Landreſs , that have 
waſht you, and trim d you, and ſtarch t you, and as I have done 
for you, I have done m part with. all your company, heres my Bill, 
I pray lee me croſt. 
Momf. VVhat do I owe thee woman 7 


Lace, Nine pound, nine ſhillings, and nine pence my Lord. 


Mon, 


The Blind-Beggar of Bennall- Green. 


Memf. There's 10 pound for thee. N 
Luce, Oh good Noble man | that cet ihat ever I ſhould ſre thee 
thus down, adowu bit | 111 1102 22111 yer; 102 
. Viler. Your poor Vitlet Sir; where your Lordſhips men went 
. o'th* ticket. "I I 


eArmor. Your Armorer an'c pleaſe your Hor. 
Carter. Your Carter Sit for carriages. |: . 
Momf. VVhat owe Ichec? Þ 60 
Vitler. Some ( 7 marks) an't like ye. | 
Mon, VVbat thee ? 
Armor, Twelie pound. ru i 
Momf, VVhat tbee? un huA 
Carter. About ſome 20 Nobles, Waits uhhachl 
Momf. Thet's 30 pound amongſt ye, all Thave . 
The Treaſurer owes me ſome o thouſand Marks. 
All 4. God bleſſe ye Sir, and ſend it ye. 
Exeunt Luce and the refit. lis $4.1 
Memf. VVhete fore ſtayeit thou my Friend? Oh I know, thee 
now | 246T 
Thou att not impudenr, thou canſt not begg,. iT 
Thou art a Souldier, and thy wound-plow d face 
Hath every furtow fill'd with falling tears, 
a That arms and honour ſhould be thus diida ind. 


p -, 
4 


? I have no gold to give thee, but this chain, ier 

9 I ;ray thee take it friend, thou grie ii at me, : q 
And I am griev'd thy want and wounds to (ee. 

a Ses. My ſilent prayer my hearts love ſhall expreſs. 

: Heaven ſuccour you, as you belp my diſire(s. 


Momf. Brother Sir Robert, if you do not (corn, 
| — diſgtaced name, and Mr. Playnſcy » 
p Son I ſhould call ye if all vows be kepr, 
VVill you vouchſafe to tarry here a while 
Till 1 go down unto the Treaſurers ten 
It may be be will pay me all my dues | 
T. Plays, Father Lil wait far you and weep for woe 
Thar io liv'd to ſee your — | 0 
Sir » VVell, Vil Ray too, or ye company» 
For your diſtreſs doth make my woes abounds, 
Momf. Come Coſen Captain weft ford walk with me. 
. To do you good 1 go thought be to deaths. FL 
mr 3 a - 


The Blind-Beggor of Bednall: Green, 
Si Rob Ha, ha; ha; willy gilt, gill, I have beet teady co bark, 
Son pray thee tell me how laid'& this plot? 
a 7.” Nux. Sit Nobert thus, when I perceiv'd 
defire for Momfords overthrow, 


Your 
I got intelligence ut A mee, 
How one Berawnart a Captain in Ge Fort 
Offer'd to ſell itito the Governor, ; 
Having this light, about a rwo months ſince, 
I wiltully was taken Priſoner, 
Born into Amiens, where I was confirm'd 
And knew the very time of taking Ge, 
On Thurſday evening I attir'd my ſelf 
Like Yeleires Scttttary Laurie, 
Came to the-Priſon w the Switzer lay , 
For I had liberty to walk the Town) 
Had all my Ramſome ready ſent by Momford , 
Aud only ta rryed for our Emghſp Drum , 
That ſhould exchange Fr riſoners for the Exgli/Þ , 
The Switzer being one that flay d with ns. 
Sir Rob. So, I underſtand ye; but in the end 
How dealt ye with the Ser for the Lettcr ? 
7. Playn. I brought it home in ſecrer, gave him charge 
To givege Momford with all able ſpeed, 
'Promiſins 30 Crowns, beſides thoſe ten 
I gave him firit, of noble Momford: bounty: 
He took me fot Vn re Sectetirie; 
But now you ſee the end, Momford; diſgtac d, 
And I am unſuſpeRed in this caſes 
Sir Rob, Excellent good! I hugg thee A 
7. Plays, But tell me pray, How goes all ib Eg 
Si Rob. Marry I'II cell thee GH, thy Father: Ward 
The Lady Ellener, (hall be his Wife. 
T. Pia. The Duke of Gloſter will nor {Fer thit. |; 
Sir Rob, Tut, ir fall Hut talk, it's all bar IVes ; 
So does the Cardinal make ſho of Love, 018 


But cirrle ti te, nll*sbat tak, 
He ſhall dy EMenor no donb: , b (2302 649 hob - 
Say ſhe die edles, there is land for you, 


You marty with viy delight f, ee i my herr. 
. | $1111 


The Blind- Bigger of Bedrall-Greep. 


Still Mr. Playnſey there is lagd lor you;., _ ., 

1 turn out Memfords daughter forth of doors , * 18 
Sexe all ber goods and | device Woran 
Still Mr. Playnſey there is Land tor you, 

T. Plan. But how I pray ? What colour have youfor ic ? 

Sir Reb. Marry Son thus; About a twelvemomh'fince 
Momford in truſt made me a Deed of Gifx 
Of all he had, excepting cettain land | 
Morgag'd unto a Nor fo/k man, one Strowd of Harig, 

Now Sit I am acquainted with an odd Conſort, 
One ( bee, that doth ſerve the Cardinal. 

7. Playn. Oh he can cheat, take purſes, forge mens band; 

Sr Rob, The ſames the ſame, be tac d out that Exception, 
And put in other matter to my liking | 
So I'll defeat old Srrowd, turn out Befſs Ae ſerd, 

All ſhall be mine, and afcer mine all thine, . 
T. Playn. No more, Mowford teturts. 
Emer Momford, ard Capram Weliford. 

Momf. Captains Ye ſee ! 
That men de jected buſt bear injury, lah 
He knowes lam exil d, and cavnot (tay, 

And yet he drives me to a longer day. 

Cap. Weſtford, There is a hundred pound, ye ſhall rote uſes -.! 

Sir Reb. Iaith my Noble Coxen, Land Ploynſer d 
Are without moni, but ſend into Exglard » 0 WO 
Ye ſhall not want tor 20thouſand pound. , wn 17 

Momſ. Brother dit Robert 1 | us tui in yon, 

This Ring ſhall come within a day or two. 
Sir Reb, I cannot (peak for grist! 
AMomf. No more can I, 

This wind ere the Sum ſet will let you ſee 


London, that nere muſt be beheld of me. | dar! 
Commend me to * — love ber Playnſey ; 2210 | 
Part ſilent / let your ſighs ſerve for reply. | They ambr ane. 


Goon think — Strowds —f lac well. Rr, avas 
Th all ſee London, t ce my Chi v Amp 
But d muſt b = IC 
Iam exil'd 1 — ſee 

And live in Ipight of inſamy. 

In ſome diſguiſe Ill live, perhaps Ill H 

A Beggar, for a Beggars life is beſt, 


be Blind-Beggor of Bednall-Grcen. 
His iu in each mans Kicct ia dreſt, 
But firũ 1'll like an aged Souldier 
Carry mine owns Ring to Sir Robert Weſt ford, 
They (ay tis good to try Friends, him III try, 
Though 1 r — me —— ly. 4 Ex, Monf. 
ynley enor. 
„Sir Walter Plays ſey. * 
Fl. Lidy Ellenor, 
You are too ſtrong in this opinion, 
I yield you are my wardſhip, and that deſire 
To Revenews, more than true hearts love, 
c'd me beg your wardſhip of the King. 

Lady. 1 do believe you Sir, tor did you look 
Into my State with an indifferent eye, 
Or love me half ſo well as you make ſhew, a * 
You w od a 

Old Playn. Come, come, I know what you would fay, 
You think 1am your Foe, becauſe I keep you 
From private conference with the Duke of Glfter , ? 
And his proud Uncle che Lord Cardinal , 
That divers times have praRtis'd ſundry plots 
To ſteal you from my houſe, Sq 

Lady. our love: bar leign'd 5 
Becauſe n ; 

Old Plays. 1 ay my firſt love took fel life from thence , 
Bur ſince more dear ſamil iatit 
Hach brought forth perſe & nd true ſhapen love. 
I love you Lady, and you are mine own, 
Mine in poſſeſsion, and I do intend 
To make you mine by la full marriage, 
Then blame me not if being all my joy, 
And the high-prized Jewel of my heart, 
I over-look you with a wary eye, 
Leſt Giaſter, or the Baſtard Cardinal 
Should with their ſwelling Proteſtat ions, Kneek, 
Cheat my fair meaning of thy hopefall love. Enter a Serv, 

Serv. Sir here's a Servant from che Duke of Glofter 
Hath brought you Letters. 

Old Fla. How | Letters to me 


No thou miſtak il, they come to C lenor, f f 


„ 


The Blind-Beggar of N- Orea. 
Lond and Mater eres Sieber Play, 
Glft, My Lord and greets 
. I do accept his hopourabie love 
Wich more than mean or care. ü 
He doch intreat me to come and ſpeak wich him "TT 
About ſome certain Letters come Fancy ;: 2. 
Touching the preſent forrunevet my Soon 1 2 OV 
Lately cane Priſoner by the bloadic- Fran, © oy 00) a 
He (hall command far more than he intteats. . Knocks,” 
How now? whoſe that which knocks? | Emer Serv. 
Serv, One of che Cardinals men. 200114 zal tt 1 
Old Pian. Bid him to come in 2h amo! Want fs 207 
Emer the (urdu bſywifed winh Lat eve, 2 
(4rd. Sit Waker Playnſey, a2 
From my Lord Cardinals — 1 


ta: 


I grect thee well, and charge thee without 4 
To come, and ant wet ſuch — 240 


As ma by him de laid unto thy eh Fol by nn 

ye oy: Oh you ſhould be 1 orb 
con And if I do not take my math mii. A0 
Thou ſhouldeſt be GH 4 7 1 

Gleſt, How ye Groom ? of 2:11 1 9 * 


I am as good a man, and bettet bon 0 N df 112.08 
Than up- ſtatt Bewford the baſe Cardioal. £ | 919 1A 


Card. Sittah! wert not thou iu preſence: of this Lady * 
W hoſe love my Lord doch prize above his life 
I'd ſcorn to take theſe braves at Gers hands, 
Much Ic(s at thine. Madamkaom I am Bewferd , 5 
Add 'or your love do undetgo ais ſcurn. Ius 
Lady. Then for my love let ft nheie quarteis. ceaſe; * 
For fear Sir Waker do diſcover you. 
Gloſt. Hadit thou been Servant to the meanelt man 
That breaths in Englend, being legitimate, | 
I would have born wich thee; bat thou to brite me, | * 71 
Whole Maſter I eſteem as baigly on, 1 | ; 1 
As co thy words IL capporptuiic ups 
For Madam know, that howſoere diguis d 4 92971 
My name is Glofter, who holds corn F n * 
Lady. No more, ou: „Seni 
It ever Ihad incerelt in jour love, „ eee bay 


[ C Shew 


l of Bednall· Green. 
She it in ſilence, thats the Cyrdipal 
Who 'd, umd with fore baſe reſolve 
To get me hence by forein violence, 

| A. Is'c that this diſguile ſhould meer, 
So juſt with mine? 
Lady. Tis true, he told me all. 
Gu. Wo'd we were well rid of his company, 
Lady. Do you but ſend away Sir #alter Playnſcy, 
Let mealone to pack the Cardinal, 

South. What do you ſay Sir Walter ? 

Old Plan. There is ſome hidden ſecret in this meſſage 
w_ Pp 15 — not, but I *I 11 

. Bur Jie —— goto 

eh And why ro G Per Beth? 
Ghft. Cauſe hee's the bercer man. 
{ ard, He lyes that ſapes ir. 
Gloft, Were the Cardinal 


4 himſelf a I'd cloarhs, Draw. 
eee pur forgiving me — dye. 

Old P ee 8 e vir. 

Gleſft. Tir waher,fo1 wile 0 
Vet the worſt boy that feeds on Glefter: beet, 
Holds it high ſcorn to pocket up the lye 
At ere « Sumners hand that follows Aewford, 

Card, Thau durſt not {peak th n in another place ? 

Gloſt. Yes here, or any where to Bewfords face , 
Even to his teeth, and I would thou wert be. 

Card. Shall I be bray'd ! oh I could tear my fleſh. 
And eat his heart for this di „ 
I fear be knowg me, and io work my ſhame 
He braves me thus before my Mrs. face, 
2 7 

wi d rhonghts 

For my vext T wb py ep —_ 
Nere to kiſs comfor till 1 be teveng . 

Old Plays. Nay Gentlemen, howſoever private brawls 
Have ſet your Lords and Maſters at debate, 
Let my intreats ſo much prevail with you, 
1 to aſe no violence, 

And ſo I pray reſt pleas d, for ere I fleep 


| The | of Bec 
1 do inrend to vific — _— 
Wile you to Walk compuny ? 

Card. 1 would, but I nut Gen hour of two 
About ſome other buſineſs in the Towu. 

Gleft. Abonot my Love you means but Cardinal 

Heres one will do that buſineſs to your hand. 
Old Playn, Why then farewell to you both, Eis old Playa. 
Both, Adue Sit Waker Playaſey. 
Lady. A word with you my goed Lord Cardian! , 
Your Brothers men feems very 1 
And ſhould you both ay, there might grow ſome jary, 
Which to prevent, I would iatrest your grace 
To walk before imo the Spricle- fields. 0 
Wailſt with good words | ſend away this Fellow, *' 
Which done, 1'1] chuſe my o "> 
And in the abſence of Sir Waiter 
Get out, and meet you at the Or gate, 
And there conclude about ſome (iratageme 
To make you Matter of own defies. 

Card. Enough ſweer Lady : Sierah Horſe-conrſer , 
Ii courſe you one day for your Jadiſh tricks. 

Glo, Jades a fit Title for an Alle like thee, 
That canft not kick, bur bear all injary. Man G los & Elle. 
Come Madam now let's go, the Cardingly mad 
To loſe thee thus; then baniſh hence all fear, 

Glefter is on thy fide. Extunt. 
Emer Canbee and Hedland, and ("+rdinal. 

Can. Sitrah jack, 

Had. What ſayeſt thou Franck, 

Can, How you baſe Rogue vert an (C.) under your Gidle, 
have I preſett'd thee to my good Lord Cardinal here, end anti no 
bettet than your homeſome Fraxt., . hop 

Had. Canbee, jet me nere take putſe again, and I think not, but 


thou and this Tow Tawny coat here gu mes make meyour cheat, 
your gull, your firowd, your Norfolk, Dunes, whom — e's 
cheated bim of his ſattin suite, left naked to the mercy his 


holte“. 
Can. I damb thee not for thy unbelief, 


Call Candies Comard © think'ſt thou I wo'd have loſt this evenings 


k, but ſor my Noble, my ritt ey Lotd Cardinal ?: no. 
nes ay > 


9 -Bej Bednall-Grten. 

Had, That's ſome reaſon indeed, but Prince aud Cardinal if 
thou be, Jack: Ha ears by the bad Crown of King Car. 
fax the meeting thy great ne ia ia vening has dampnific d our te - 
ceipts at leaſt fix pures. | = 

ard. Be what you will be boch, only be ceſolcie 
In any quarrel againit Glfters men» 
And on ine honour I reward ye well, 

Cas, My Lord, and ye were able to give him «5 much Land as 
would lic between #Ivebeffrr and H#=/pugheam, be wo'd be your 
Prigger, Jour prancer » your high- lawyer, youre 

ad. Tow wager: your oy, your rogue» your cheat,your an- 
Guy your ay vil thing that may be, sblud ibe worlt that avy man 
can lay of me is, that I am a tall Thee, and «be beft that apy wan 
can (ay of oe ODS oe a baſe Rogue and 8 Cheater, 

Can, III jerk ye for this ye ſlave. 

Card. Nay Sirs be Friendnbold ye, here's gold, 
Do but aſsiſt me again G lofters life 
And I'll reward you bettet. 

Had. Cardinal, wert thou Cardieal King of the Infervals, were 
thou Prince of Grim-carter-narmag ant and Krebs, 1 wo'd not ſhed 
One of the worſi Dogs blood my Duke of Glofter keeps, for thy 
miter, thy million, thy metropolis, (hall 1berray his life that (a1 d 
meifram tbe death of a Dog? no. Yet for my honeſt friend Fravch 
Canbees lake, 1 arm, content to Rand by, and give aym at this 
ice. 


— Enter Gloſter and Ellener. 
Sec where be comes. wo of ye are enough to deal with one, Il 
not meddle with him. 
Card, Let's ſet upon him all, and kill the ſlave. 
Gen. Hat chou bettay dme Coward 7 Bewford kigw 
Though Lam over» mate ht I am not kill d. 
er old Playnicy, young Playnley, Ca Welt, 


Ol P Keep the Ki ace for ſhame my Lordi. 

29 Clabes * „ F — — 
Int upon your «iris for parting us. 

Gf. Brwford Thou mailt befriend him with thy power, 
Had not he been, thou hadk not breath d this aire. 

Card. Gloſter thou wropgh te, with · hold n St, Jobuſes, 


Look too',for fear, nhep. I get emerie..., _ .,1 


The Blind- Beg gar of Bednall- Green. 

I pull not don the Caſtle ore thine ears: » ld 

Gu. Cardinal to ſpire thee Il keep Ellener, 91.4 
And wed her in St. Joboſts make her my Ducches, 1 970 

Card. Thou wilt abuſe her with laſcivious luſt, 1 r 
As once thou didſt the Earl of Flanders wile, | 
And make her wretched, boping in thy love. 

Gleft, Ob your bolinels would have her turn a Nun, 

Your eloyſter-lemmon but the minds thee not; 

Fellow what ere thou art that ta ſt wy part 

There's 20 Crowns, go prove an man 

Cod, There's 40 for thee, Cander, hill that ſla ve 

A. ever thou intend'ſt my Love to have. 

C as, I willtake my time my Lord, 

Had, C anbes come not near me, thou knowelt my antient order 
They die that dare me: but if thou dare meet me, heark in thios car, 
dturd nottheſe honourable perſonages. 

Can, Be brief, appoint the place of meeting, ſabits, ſabits. 

Had, At our old Hoſtiſes mad rogue to make merry, lay a freſh 

plot to meet the Nefolk gull, and be dlithe. | 

Cas. Agreed,acd | meet thee not, baſſe my good nime,& chronicle 
Canbee for a Cowntd, ay Lord | will bave g limbe of that Rogue, 

C41, I ſhall be mindfull of thee Gander : if thou kill bim 
Baſe ſlave, had not he been Glofter had dyed? 

Cle. lam ſorry Gentlemen for Memſerds fall, 

And for our Brother the Lord Regents anger, 

Let him pull dowa the pride of Winchefter, 

And Glefter eaſily will be ape d. 
Card, Humphry nor ad ue thy ſelf bath power 

To make Lord Bewford ſtoop; doſt thou forget, 

I »m a Prince, and a Planta gine : 
Gleft. Baſtards were never Princes in their ſtate. 
Card, ] am a Prince elected by the Pope. 
Gleft, Vil make ye gladly flye to your Elector. 
C. Firſt will 1 ſee thy death W itleſ Protector. Draws? 
Old Playn, Keep the Kings peace my Lords, 4 
Card. Look tot, I — and your mini om, 

Out of St. Joba/e; ere a week be ſpent. 

C Sir we'll rowſe ye, wew— Ex, Cad. and Candbre, 
. V Vould never greater care came near my heart ; 
Could I have bad my in wy Loves fight, 
wink 1 


* 


This 


The Bliad-Brggar of Bednall- Green, 


This evening had been Be fed lateſt ni 

But to the parpoſe, now Sir Walter Playnſey 

—— ons arems, 
Eline d elcay'd away. 

or? P - Is ſhe eſcap'd away my Lord? 


And willcooficm our ward to be my wife, 
I'll ſend ye within fix daies ſix thouſand pound, 
Being morethan you can get by courſe of Law, 
Old Playn, I but my Lord ber ſudden taking hence 
G. Nay, nay , ſtand not on tearms, take thus or chuſe, 
Send word ye love us, or our Loves 
Come Captain #+ bring us to St. Jobuſer, Eu. G left. Cay; 
7. Plays, Here's a good world when eV ry Duke is King; (,. 
Thus I ſee power can maſter any thing, 
Old Plays, 1 ſon, elſe durſt not you and old Sir Robert 
Being but new come from the de jected Father, 
Offer ſach open wrong to "Momſerds Daughter, 
T, Play», Father II anſwer that upon the way 
Pleaſe ye to walk but to Sir Rebers Weil fords, 
* Enter Momford like « Souldier, 
HMomf, Save ye Gentlemen, pray can ye tell me 
Whether Sir Robert Wiitford ly in London 
Or at his Summer- houſe? 


Old Plays, He lyes at Ste , 

Follow us we'll bring thee one ts Ex. Pleyuſeys. 
Men, That's J and his fon, Fil follow bem, 

And try my Brother ed ere I need, 

Already have I took « little Cottage 

On Beduall-Green, pretending my re blind, 

Thither perhoeps my gentle come 

| For ſhe*s ſull of — alms. 1 

| 

| 


But how ſoere now I (half furely ſee her 
Bringing my own ſeal as a Me , 
Filtollow aſter kind Sir ier Playnſey, 
And his Heroick ſon my Daaghters Joy, 
L 


* 


er 


The Blind-Beggar of Bednall- Green, 
ACT I, 

Eater Sir Robert, Kate biz Daughter, Beſs Momford, 
ad Smith, 


Kati. L Ather you wrong mecod my Coen ed. 
Flas? — > —_— 
Oh it's an impious match / Fil rather 
Than ſuch a mariage - bed, din grave, 
4, 1 no rictle tattle talk, 
is (ene (or, P, 1 ag, 

He hall have and you Il deve his Land. 

K ace. But for my Colen Boſr — 

Sir Rob. Your „Child unto a Traytor; 
Go to no more, come heark à word with me. 

Enter Old Strowd, «xd waſh. 

Old Str. Ha this is excellent, ſtripe of his cloaths , 
His ſhirt ſtoln from his back, why this exceeds, 
This is a toy to mock an Ape withall. 

Swaſh, Nay barlady Sir this toy has mock'd as well-favom'd a 
Youth, as your own Son, 
" Old Sir, rere 
" Swaſh. Nay Sir he wants no closths , for be hath a Cloak laid on 
with gold lace, and an imbroidred Ierkin, and thus be is marching 
hither like the fore-man of a Morris, 

Ola Stro, Not for 20 l. gold lace embroiderd, 


I'll ſee how he is ſuited by and Ba 
Swaſh, Vl tell him ſo, but pr let me de at the wedding feat. 
hoytiog aud killing the Wens 


Old tre, And there you! 
ches you, | 
Swaſb, Not I indeed Maſter, I never uſe to kiſs any, not I. 
Old Stre, You know what complaints was made of you the laſt 
wedding you were at | 
Swaſh.Ithank ye Maſter ye wade we ſhand in a white ſheet for ye- 
Old Stro, How for me Knave? go to then lyelt, thou ſhalt not be 
there for that lye. 
Sas. Pray let me go, there will be all the Youth of our Pariſh 
there, good Maſter > | | 
— Well Sir, go your way, but let me hear no ill of ye you 
wefe A | 7 
Swaſh, 1 warrant ye Maſter, thank ye Sir, bey for our Town. 
Steen 


The Blind-Beggarof Bednall-Green, 
Green now ifaith ! | 
" 0d Sero, Go, get you gone, | fear we ſhall fall out, 
I wooder whar Robert does intend ? (6b, it ſhall be l 
Sir Reb, to't, le, weep, ſob, it ſha 0 
Thou ſhalr be pred Lone reals ere ſayes no- 
Old Stro. Sir Robert fince your Coſen is refus'd 
By Mr. Gilbert . if ſhepleaſe, and you agree 
Your Coſen Eliz+6beth ſhall have Tow Strowd ; 
You know he is'my Heir, no Clown, no Swad, 
But held in . for a Luſty Lad. 
Sir Rob, Let her take whom ſhe will, als one to me. 
Old Str. How fay you Ludy? © 
Beſi, For Playnſey's ſake 
The name of mariege I have ſwornto hate. 
Enter old Playnſey ad his Sou, Momford follows them, 
Sir Reb, Good morrow good Sir Walter and Son Playnſey 
I truſt Sir Walter gil hath let you know | 
My purpoſe, for this mariage with my Daughter? 
O Plays, He tells me he is ſo tefolv'd Sir Robert, 
And in his own power now conſiſts bis choyce, 
Bat be aſſur d, the ſearching eye o Heaven 
Sees every thought of man, take heed you two 
Anſwer not for esch ill deed, and wrong ye do. 
Sir Rob, Tut tut Sir Walter, God and we for that; 
Speak Mr. Playnſcy, let Beſs Monmferd hear 
How you reſolve unto my Daughter K atherive- 
T. Playn, I come to mary her, 
Ke. I hick apon your Vow, - ': 
Ser this fad Lady, when you wen 
You ſwore at your return to mary Hex. 
7. Play», Fair be content, my mind therein is chang d, 
33 tz w Of 3 
And therefqre Playnſ-y: Son dot n his Child, 
Beſ+. Po corn e, leave me, evety way abuſe r , 
Death wi receive me; chough yon all refuſe me. 
Sir Reb. Nay good Sir Falter be not diſcontent, 
Son Playnſey, Henphter Katherine, let's confer. 
Old Sire, How ſay you Madam, will Sir Rebers Weſtford 
Defeat me of the Land I have dt mog ge,, 
Take away all your Jewels, and your plare? 


ey / 


Boſe 


The Blind. kad bigger of Bednall-Green; 
Beſs. He : 


i 
2 . doth Miwford ſee Þ 
Where he moſt truſted, moſt 
Sir Rob. The Cha exvens name lt ws in; 


They ſhall be nur 37 Te fi 
K ate Father ER ; 
This deed of Playnſcy 1 you — my Husband, 
Whom I ſhall never love, never abide, 
Mayes me to Death and Shame become a Bride: 
But Shame will quickly from my red cheeks flye, 
And 7 b will paint chem with by aſhy dye. 4 
Sir RA. Come, come, leave pratling, layeſey comfort Kate, , 
T. Playn. Fair Love be ee prading ae d Cad ue. 
We'll — 105 I am young, and thou art fair. 
Farewell forſaken Turtle, take thy flight 
To ſome more abject mate whilſt Kate and I, joys adore, 
Kate. High Heaven ve me, Father have remorce, 
Let me not thus be had to death perforce. Ex. both, 
Old Playn, Sir Robert Weſtford 1 miſlike this match. 
Od fee. Tis more than Injury, but Lady grieve not you. 
Be -. No Sir I am patient 
Sir Rob, I pray you goin Sir Walter, 
Ol Plan, Yes, ll go | 
But — can tell, Ie: this forc'd ſin, Ex. ed Playn, 
Sir Rob, What will you _— Mr, Strowd ? 
Old re, I ſcarce 
Your moods, and theſe affairs | our ſo. 
Sir Rob, Well at your pleaſure, got jpeg, get you io, 
Beſs, I will do what you will, P 
Somewhat on this old man I wil beſtow 
Thon feem'ſt a ma ere Souldier, wo is me 
I have a little Go Father take it, 
And here's a Diamond 2425 not for ſoke it; 
My Father was a Souldier maym' d like thee, 
Thou in thy limbs, he by Ad iafa my. 
Old Stro. Bith maſs 1 like ber, ſhee's x Aomfoerd right 
Of noble blood and the true Norfolk breed; 


n s, 


The Bliad-Beggar of Bednall-Green. 
From a poor Yeomans purſe, old Strewd of Har 
Meme. I thank you Sir, I bave more than I d 1 
Sir Reb. 1 2 noo * 175 wt 2 from benet 
Come Mi t Iewell did you give ogue, 
Monf, Fam a Souldier Sir, the name of Rogue 
Ill firs a man of your reſpect to give 
To a poor Gentleman, though in diſtreſs. 
Sir Rob. A Gentlemari 1 and why a Gentleman 
Becauſe a Scu'dier > Come you deſper- view. 
Deliver me the Iewel or Vil hang thee, 
To morrow is the Seſsions, I'll make ſhort, 
And ſhave your Gentry Garter by the neck, 
A Gentleman | come, come, give me the lewel, ? 
W bat makes your Gentry ng my Gate ? 
Meomf. I came from Mowferd baniſh'd in Brita, 
He prays ye by this token you would ſend 
A chouls nd Marks to help him in bis need. 
Sir Reb. Where do you lye Sir? 
Momf, 1 lay laft night with a Blind-Beggar 
That hath a little Houſe on BA Green. 
Sir — _ came but NN.. ray of him 
Beggars ing, well PH hamper him, 
1 this to * will keep the ſame : 
But have no 1000 Marks to maintain Rebels. 
Momf, Bale upſtart Knight deliver omford; Scal, Drew, 
Orby e honaur of a Sonldiers name | 
I'll ſice thy heart out. 
Sir Rob, Help me Mr. Strowd, 
Old Stro, What help ye to do with 
Nay by the rood, though A was exil'd 
Tons told me he ſhould have his Lands and Goods,” 
Sir Rob, There, take them, but do you hear me Sitrah 
Take, 1 1 _ y «7 — the Blind- Beggars. 
- ould lye there, though you be a Taftice, 
I cruſt to fiad Friends in my jak deferce,? * 
Old Stre. Hold thee good fellow, there the t'other noble, 
Bith maſs I like thee, th art a tough old Lad Arn 
Men. I thank you Sir, Lady Pf take my leave. 
B. Commend me to my Father gaod old man, 
Af. Iwill, and tell bim of Sir Keberts wrong. 


* 
, 


The Blind- Beggar f Begnall-Green, 
2 Do fellow, ſay,T ery We evchers 
end will de in mi 
tell him what you ay; i Exit Mom. 
2 Father farewell, 
Sir mr Nay ' * beſt ye 
Ha — late my 1 f 
Do y Jewels arc all mine, 
Did not yrs W:ſtford pay for this attire? 
— oe it, go in, or either drudge 
Amongſt my Servants to maintain your State, 
Or / ſtay not an bour, 
6%. Yon ſhall not need 
To bid me for I'll begon indeed, Exit Beſs. 
Sir Rob, To ſteal and hang, or ſtarve and beg, chooſe which 
Old Stre, Sir Robert by the — you do her wron 
Sir Rob, What's that to you look to your own affairs, 
Strowd, Strowd, you think to have the Land at Fama, 
1 and ſhall, and ſball 
Old Stre, And will, do you your worſt, 
Sir Rob, Y are too ſawcy Strowd, 
Old Stro, Too ſawey moody Kai 
Thou durſt not thus in ſcorn to old trowd prite, _ 
cock on thine own hill, thus near thy Gate. 
ir Reb. I'll meet thee where thou duſt, and when thou 40 
"ol Seve, it ſay theart a tall man and thou doſt. 
Sir Reb, A the place. 6. 
Ola Sure. is a new in field 
Hit by Eaſtward of a little | 
ſtands on Bd. Green, 
Sir Rob, 1 know i 4 that's the ſhedſche Souldier lay in, 
The Cloſe it compar'd with a quick. ſet, is t not ? 
Old Stro, The 
Sir Rob, I like it, what's the hour? 
Old Stro, 'Twixt one and two. 
Sir Reb. Hold the Strowd, there's my hand 
I' meet thee, and I'll make thee know me too, 
Old Sire, No more, I'll meet thee, elſe call me Jew, '/ Fxennt; 
Err Tom Strowd and Swaſh C wan, Gallany 
T. $1590, Londow lick g ye it, — Cas lick'd me with « 
witneſs, 


The Blind- Beg gar of Bednall-Green, 


ieneſs , I was ſer ore for a 740 ſhillings, «nd ax fair n 
Sartio ſuite tober night,a6 ran lf dg | 1 Summers day; 
but if gte it be my fortune to meet with at ll that 


ſtole it, l' teach him his teripoo — . ilſt be hath « day 
to live again, ſo woll I: Nay nothing grer me Sweſh, but that 
the ſlave perſwaded me to lye for fear ol the lea mhich 
when I had done he ſtole me away br a Rt Cay 
own ſpinning, as a man ſhall need to poll ore his cars; and Sirreh in 
the morning when mine Hoſtis came up to call me, I as naked 8s 
your Ver fell Dumplin , av1ama chriſten man I bluſh d ont of 
all— A 

Jab. Nay Maſter I told you at firſt you ſhould find a ſower 
fellow of that Gypſie, I lik*'d him not he had ſuch a crabtree - fac d 
countenance of his ow! i but come my old Maſter ſent me for yon, 
you muſt along to the wedding to 

7. Stro. Why ſo I ſay how, —it would make a Horſe break his 
Bridle to ſeethe bymours of theſe fellows, I know no more how to 

leaſe bim than 1 Xnow how to build up Pauli. ſteeple, ſo do not I, 

t come Swaſh follow ine, I''l'to him, the 

Enter Candy, Hadland «nd Snip, 

Cav. Tuſh man 'tis be, 1 know him. as well as the Beggar knows 
bis diſh, tis he that I fete d over for the ſattin ſuite, and left him 
in pawnfor rhe reckoning, he bat a fait Cloak on' back, and we 
could get that ve were made men. | oa 

Be tub d by me tis our own, do thou take the wallof him, 
- he take exceptions Til draw; if be draws bis Cloak talls 


OWN. 
Snip, And all fallings are mins Sir, let me alone, Iknow my cue 
Strowd, thou hadſt as good hat met the Hangman, for thy upper 


Garment's mine, 
Candy takes the Wall, and juſſe}r Strowd. | 

7. Ster. What is the matter with you? ſo feather-cy'd ye cannot 
let us paſſe in the Kings high wiy? 
Fn You muſt learn to know your Duty, and give your betters 

ein. 

T. Stro. My Betters the wall, on what acquaintance? ye ſhall 
be ſet up and ye ſay the word, 111 waſh mine hands{aud wait on 


on, 
Had, What do you prate, nay then have at you Sir, 
Z. Sire Aud have at you too then e' fit, They fight, . 
gen. Hold, as you ares Gengleman bold, ; | 
: Z. Swe... 


The Blind- Beg gar of Bednall-Green. | 
Y, Sire, Hold me no holds, I'll, haveanother bot with ye, 


or Fil make your fconce andthe! poſt riag noon „ and 
fietatx Gypſie you ſball fire theworſe for one of ſake, 
that rob'd ine of a ſattin ſuite tother night, well remembred 
where's my Cloak Swaſs > 


Faß. Your Cloaks a good Cloak, take che wall of my Maſter 


ye ſlave you, sT pint 

7. Stro. I think the fellow be mad, where's my Cloak 
mans 40 — m , 

Swafs, Your Cloak'ss good Cloak and u fair Cloak, quarrel 
with my Mr. ye (cabs you, 

7 2 I think the fellow's frompall, I uk thee where my 
Cloak is, i 5 

Can. Let nots man paſt unſearehd, the Gentleman ſhall not 
loſe the worth of a mite in my company. 

} ad, ] bope Sir you will not ſuſpect my Boy nor me? 

7. Stre. Suſpe& me no ſuſpeRts; I am ſure my Clos cannot go 
without hands, and I'll have it again, or Fil bang it out of the cox · 
combs of ſome of them. | | , 

Can, Sir you miſhape lyes as near my heart as it had been 
mine own, and cauſe I ſee'you a teſoſute tall Gentleman, and in re- 
ſpect chat I was the occaſion of this falling our, my Cloak ( fimpl 


| though it be) coſt me 40 French Crowns, take it, it is at your ſer- 


ce. | * 
T. Str Forty Ftench Crowns ſotty French what doſt thou 
tell me of "by Cloak ? I fcornto wearere a ho: rr under the 
Ek ment but mine own: but Vitrell thee what, and it were not for 
thy fake, whom I think an honeſt kind fellow and fo forth, de 
bang this B.con fan'&flave orethwarcbis ſhaoks, be ſhould remem · 
ber ſealing a Cloak to Doom day, ſo ſhould he. w nA 
Had, Why Sir | hope you know no harm by me were it in place 
where l'de (ay, be lyed in his Throat that but touch'd'the very bem 
of my repuration wich reproach, _ :. .. | | 
T, Sire, Wol't gl lye ? thou hedſt as good eat a load of logs 
wert thou, I ivy no harm by thee, and yet I ſay Thave ſeen an bo» 
neſter face than thine bang*d, hat ſateſt thou to it now? and tio 
beeſt agrieved mend thy ſelf how thou cunſt or hom —— 9 
f nothing of 


doſt* ice now. Naye Sw4# yonders my father, fey 


my Cloak Swaſb. | 
ster old Strowd. 
- Old Sire, Well, if I live I'll meet Sir Robert Weſtford , 


23 Bug c 


The Blind-Beggar of Bednall- Green. 


But firſt IA ſee if l can find my Son, 
And here he is, ut 7 Ae Latids * 
Should maidrain this 

re you inde * me C 

For bein 2 — 
'Tis not 8 Yeoman fon | 
To 1 

Can, Sir — fay your 
Fil aſſure yon, th 
Land are enamour Xs his good parts and — 

Old Stem. Nay Gentlemen thus much Il ſay ſor him, 

Hee's a right Ver fol: man mettle, all ſteel : 

But lil not have him uſe his 
The time has been when as a Norfolk yeoman 
That might diſpeud 500 marks a = 
Would wear ſuch cloath as this ſheeps ruſſets gray, 

And for my Son ſhall pe no Preſident 
To break thoſe orders, come 2 with this traſh | 
Your bought —— lies on thee * 

Like Peacock's feathers coc n __ 

Let true born Gentlemen —— 

And Yeoman Country { Liveries. 

7. — — ol 2 os © Iam 
ſure 6 £ 8 that wears his great 
gull ihe Swaſh-faſhion; with 8 or 10 gold laces of Bae, 
and yet, without boaſt be it ſpoken you are more in the Kings 
— than I. E more {cot aud lot a fair deal, ſo ye do» 

Caſteamay like thee, 

— — wrongs his 2 credit and his own; | 

The Sons no better than her fathers. 

Why ſhould their cloaths be richer? 1 am as proud, 

_ } chink my ſelf as gallant in this gray, 

my Table furniſh't with good Beef. 

. teme: bren d, and Country home bred drink, 

As homes rpm mane Tafficy,' » 


— bat rare . 
— + and (o I' dye; 
Then if tbou 'beeſt ny Son be . mind, 9 


Waſt nnen en Houſe 
; ane üs UU. ner; 
1 ö KD! 
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—— or * 


The Blind- Begger of Bednall. Green; 


Or if thou baſt no Houſe to ſpend it iu 

Sa. Go tos Bawdy-banle Mr. 

* Old Stre. How Knave to Bawdy-houſe, no firrahns 
give it maim'd Souldiers, and IOW belpleſs Widows. . 

Fwith this traſh, on with this ſeemly weed, | 
Be not Strowd: ſhadow but be Srrowd . | 

T, Ste Come bither Swab there is no remedy, Imuſt give the 
old man good words and ſpeak him fair, — if ha ſhould die 
to morrow next (as God forbid but he ſhould ) he might defeat me 
of all his Land, 

Swaſs. You ſay true Maſter, come on with this Jerkio, ſo now 
young Maſter you look like your {elf, aud like my Maſters ſon. 

Old Stre Son what aret chat keep you company? ? 

7. Stre, A — of honeſt proper q_—_ they ſeem co-be, 
but alls oneto + ut J muſt keep — — none bat a ſort of 
Momes and Ho don? that know not chalk cheeſe, and can talk 
of nothing but bow they ſell a ſcore of Cow-bides at Lynnwarte and 
what price Peaſe and Barley bears at 7 her market, \ | 

01d Stro, Then (till conſort thee with Geailemen, I like the 
carriage of them paſſing well, 

* Keio I « murren on em they they heve carried awsy my Cloak | 
em. 
Stro, But let t hat paſs. 
— « ISir *cis paſt and gon too, 
Ol. Sire. And come along with me to Ale end to my Lod- 


1 Sun a couple of old wards with Sir Robert WI rd. 


—.— afore, and my. bay Nag. 
_ Vil ride a mile or two to night: 


en, I am ſomewhat troubleſom 
To preſs thus 


Tagge Center Ting grout your Lane 


ö rr Ex, Str. 
Can, And — pear ee” yer lying. come Junk 
lets , where's S. re , 91 3) , 
ad. Oh Sir at my ſweet Bols the Broakers, er lea i the, 
+ fore Dondero, he ca it out enen e 
er, your taker, and concealer... * | 
re 
er Gece bm eee eee. 
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The Blind-Beggar of Bednall-Green, 
Enter N Memford.\i 1 ca 
hapleſs, miſerable wreechst/ | - | 
and all myfathers Lands 


B:ſi. Oh 
To looſe my | 
Did never move me; but to ſee ny Uncle 
Cheat me of all my Jewels, and in 
Even to my face mary my troth» Huband 


To his own and to fee young P 
———— . | 


And | thraſt out the wedding vr 
Oh chisis it aha l we us fell ue, 
Into this ſad and ſollitary Green | 
. 
„ My n | 

Prevem ber ils that did — hex 
Dato my bomtely Cabbin + where 
Uno my | ? w ? 
I prethee do not leave me A 
Take pi — dernn 

Beſs. Who i of pity ? now alas good man, 

What are = blind * * 

Meowf, Les blind, ike to di 

Not for my 0 — tens 

Beſi. Father be comforted, I am but poor, 

Yet time has been — | - feb, 


not N 
Grief hath ſo tyranniz'd upon my heart 
That if you mourn my tears will bear u part, 
Beſs. Nou are the man I look fut. 
Mom, I am indeed, f 7 ( 
And yet 


IIS 
Art choubliad fa ſer me fee 
Oblermekiwiteo; and wah my rene 


* 


-The Blind-Beg gar of Bednall-Greeh. 
Hee'd tell thee that his held him dear: 
But in bis abſence Father, thou art be, 
Shed but one tear for him, and I for thee 
will weep, till from the moyſter of mine eyes 
A little font of chriſtall tears, ſhall riſe 
To bath thine eye lids in, yet do not weep ; 
Lay all thy griefs on me, for I am young, 
And I bave tears enough to much wrong. 
AMonf. Wilt thou remain with me, I dare not ſpeak 
For fear my tongue ſhould my beart*s counſel break. 
Beſs, Vie dwell, Fle tend thee, Te do any thing 
To do thee , becauſe within thy looks , 
I ſee the preſence of my reverend Father. 
Mowf, Haſt *c loſt thy Father then? 
Beſi, Father | I have, 
Liſt to my words and | will tell thee bow, 
Momf, Pirſt lead wn _ Cotts — —_— . 
From the beginning all thy down- caſt ſtare. a 
Enter Sir Robert Weſtford , and Captain Weſtford. 
Sir R 6, I tell thee Captain fer have done 
No more than 1 can anſwer, / and will. 
Cap, Weſt, Niy Coſen Weffordmib-conceit me not, 
Or if thou do all's one, I ſay again, 
You ſhew'd a cruell part, and wod the Maid 
Be rul'd by me your Betters ſhould decide ir, 
Sir Rob, Decide a pins end, do you take ber patt, 
Each one you (aw did ſeek to get their own, ' 
—— — ſhaii I undergo 
| diſpleaſure for a pawliry Girl; 
Shee comes not in myne ears. ' 
. Cop, Wit, The more unkind 
And cruel you, but wherefore ſhould you mary 
Young FI uin to your Child, conſidering - . 
He was the troth-plight Husbaad to your Kiaf women, © 
The much wrong'd Daughner of the down-crod Momferd, 
Sir Rob, Alas for her, does ſhe complain to you, 
Why and ſhe want a Husband you are 2 Batcheler, 
You may do well to take her, 2 
, uu, am bad done better | 


not your avarice broke the ” otract, | 


Tant 


The Blind-Brggar of Bednall- Green. 


Twixt ber and 6 1 
Sir Res, Well Sir, I will anſwer what 1 have done, 
Cap. Mui. Not one word more Sir, 


Enter old Stroud, young Strowd, and Swaſh, 

Old Stre, 1 marry Sir, why this is ſomewhat like, 
Now art thou like thy (elf, but ſtand aſi de, 

Whoſe that, Sie Robert ? hec's as good ' his word, 

The Captain with him, ab he promis't me 

To meet ac ſingle 
Sir [obs Pacife your ſelf, 

What I have done lie ſtand to, pray forbear, 

Vle talk a word or two with Maſter Streu, 

What's here his ſon, how and his man too ? ha 

That's more than pr miſe, 

Old Stre, Now Sir Rebert Weſtford you are an early riſer, 

Sir Keb. My laſt nights promiſe waken'd me afore my bour, 
Send hence your Son. 

Ola Stro, Tis good, I like you well, ſend hence your Kinſman, 7; 
Vet tis no matter, I have a deviſe 
Shall rid them all, God ſave you Captain Feitford, 

Thanks for your friendly company laſt _ 

Cap, Weft, Itake your greetings kindly Mr, Strowd, 
ww tongue oi love — it back 2 

ich double intreſt, is not this your Son, 

WY Str. | —— |, his Mother tells me ſo. 

Cap. Wc/?. 1 ſhall delire your more acquaintance Sir, 

T. Stre. I thank you Sir, I am csfier to be acquainted with all , 
than to borrow mony on, I thank my father, but and irpleaſe you 
to drink a Cup of beer or ale, and you'le but walk ore the Green 
to the red lattice yonder, lle beſtow it on you. 

Cap Weſt, Thanks Mr, Srrowd , pray walk to my Chamber, 

I am defirons to impart my love 
Uato your kind acceptance. | 

Old Str. Sir I thank you for him. | 
Pleaſe you to walk to Arle end with my Son 
And this fellow, le but talk a word 
In ſecret with Sir Robert Weſtford, 

About Lord Memford; Lands, and follow ye, 


Cat. eſt. At your good, plealure wih pleaſe you walk Mr. 
Strewd ? | n 07 
T; Sirs, 


The Blind- Beg gav of Bednall-Green. 
7. Stre. Pray lead the way, 1'le follow you come hicher $»4d 
and it had plear'd my Father, l might a bad as gallant apparell as he, 


or another man, but all's one, a dog bas his day, and I ſhall have 
mine too, one day when the old man's dead; Ile make all flye then 


t iaith. Exemnt. 
Old gte, So they are gone, and now Sir Robert Weſtford, 
Think * laſt nights quarrel. 
Sir Rob, Tut, tut, nee'r prate , 


Old S re. Thus I revenge my wrong, Thus I defend 
The truth,and reputation of my cauſe. 
Sir Reb, ON am ſlain. T bey fight, and Sir Rob, 
Old Stro. Then Heaven receive thy Sou}, falls, 
And pardon me, thy Conſcience can tell 
I never wiſh'c unto thy Soul but well, Ex. Strowd. 
— all — 4 from his Cell, 
Men. What pitious groan cal or is Ce 
Whoſe this my Brother Wofford ? what and lain! 
Heaven thou art juft; he that laſt day for Gold 
Did fell my Daughter, is himſelf now ſold 
Into the hands of death, Meomford diſſemble, 
Daughter come forth, and look about this Cloſe, 
I heard one groan, 
Boſs, here's a bloody Coarſe, 
Aen. Look if thou knowſt it. 
Beſr, Oh'is my Uncle fed, 
He that laſt day with his commanding breath , 
—— me out of hi — , now — lies 
| me, to i 
— OO 
ven art Yi 
Mom. Glory not in his Fall, but rather grieve 
That in his end canſt him not relieve : 
Let's bear him in, and if we can by Art 
Upon thy Foe, we'll work a friendly part: 
For have be but the ſmalleſt ſign of breath, 
We'll recall liſe, and reſcue him from Death, | 
But howſo&ce the Body ſtayes with me, Era With 
Till Juſtice points him out that murder'd thee, the body, 
| Euer old Stroud, young Strowd, d Swaſh, | 
olle, Suldle my horſe, there Sw run _, 
1 


Enter Be. 


The Blind- Beggay of Bednall-Grecn. 

Where's my Son? 

7. Sr., At band quoth Pick-purſe, —what's the matter with 

tro w ?- 

Old See Good Son leave prating, Wa where's my horſe? 
I am undone, go poſt to Chæsſerd, run to Mr. GH cock, 
Give him my Scal· ring, deſire him ſend me. 
Where's my horſe I ſay, the 100 pound he owes me, where's Cap» 
tain iſfford, take heed he hear me not, Lord how my heart pants 
in my boſome, I have ſlain « man, 

Swaſb, Slain a man ! oh oh oh oh. 

T. Stro, Peace Saß do not cry ſo, 

Swaps. No, I do not cry, I do but rore. 

Old Stre, I had not the power to keep it longer, 

Nor to take my horſe till I confeſt it. 
Enter Captain Weſtſord, and Officers, : 

Capt, Weſt. Lay hold on him, and Mr. Se. once more, 
Confeſs thy guilt, 

Old Stroe. Why Sir? 1 not deny 
Sir Robert * doing me much wrong , 
Is by me lain, 
Cap. Weſt, And you for this offence, 
Sball be conducted ſafely unto Priſon, 
Till matters may be better thougbt upon, 
Mean time your own confe ſeion is my warrant. 

T, Stro, My Father kill a man, — here's a jeſt to mack an Ape 
withall, what ſhall become of me now ; Sa hie thee to Chenferd + 
for the ioo pound, and ſoon towards Evening Ile meet thee at 17+ 
ford for fear of baſe Knaves; - know not whom a man may truſt 
when ones own Father does deceive em thus, Ex, Sab. 

Old Stro, Well Gentlemen I do obey the Law, 
And yield my body Priſoner to the King, 
Soon work what means ye can ſor my repreeve 
Till we may ſue for pardon, So adue my Son, 
Heaven give thee grace ſuch deſperate bralls to ſhun, rennt. 

7. Str. Get a reprieval call you it. I know ao more how to ge 
about it, than I know bow to build Pasl;-(teeple ſo I do not t but 
— 2 —— Fraucłk Ca that ſerved the Car- 

inall, and try what he can doin itz it's en old ſaying in our Coun- 
try, it's better to have « friend at Court than a peny in the purſe, it 
— 7 but Vie ſave my father from hanging (hats cer» 
tem, Ex. Al. ACT 


The Blind- Beggav of. Bednall-Grecn, 
ACT HI. | 


_— 
* 

— 
— —— — — 


— 4. —_ —— 


Enter Momſord, warb Si Rob. 4 Beſs, 


Sir Roh, Ood Father! le Maiden ſer me down, 
Cans wound I fear will freſhly bleed again, 
I — let thy Daughter make « bed, 
I fear my Death» bed, <0 ns her — — 
Mowf, Daughter y goin make . 
If — 1 call you pro you begooe 
Beſs. It doth torment him to my ſight, 
Well Heaven forgive him and reſtore his health , 
He did me more and if I fee 
That ay Afowfors Ehilde he wronge? fo 
atl am ilde * Exit Beſt. 
Sir Rob, Father lend me thy hand now in Heaven's eye * 
Swear to be ſecret till thou ſee me dead, 
Or of this wound by the recovered ; 


Know firſt I am bt, my Name is , 

My Wife r 2 Ready for « Hangs 

That AMomferd left his to my truſt, marr will, 

Which Daughter I have this day turned forth 

To ſeek her living, «nd from her have kept 

— — — Ys 

gag d nato one & 4 Yeoman, 

That Stremd on my abuſe done to the Lady 

Challeng'd the we fought, and dere l fell, 

He ſcapt I hope, Heaven grant he may do well, 
Am. Tu well Sir that you are ſo penitence. 
ſundes, wich ru e Ggher, 

In with true 

For I have done a deed more impi 

Than ever entred in the heart of man, 

If ever thou didſt hear of name, 

His bonor, bounty, and i q 

If ever thou didſt hear his | —_ 

3 


— 1 
- 


'The Blind- Beggar of Bednall-Green, 
His accuſation, exile,indigence , 
Then know that I am be, Memfvrdlovd well, 
Yet I am be by whom old Memferd fell. 
Monf. Alas Sir | bow ? 

And praftvd wich Sie Waker Fla 

practis*d with Sir Walter P ; 
An irreligious careleſs Gentleman ; a 
Yet one that will make ſhow, ſwear and proteſt, 
Hi courſe of life is equal with the beſt, 
O there are many ſuch old man there be, - 
Too many in this Land like him and me; 
We laid this plot, he ſhould go into France, 
He did, and ſerv'd on horſe at Ai,, 
ww = Was — —— ; 
And by his Keepers underſtood , 
The French ſhould by a trecherous plot win Geyner, 
Wherein Lord Mcwferd held a Garriſon, 


Mewf, Who were conſenting with the French in this? 


Sir Reb. A Wallewn- Captain called Mate Bromart. 
M.,. Did Mowford know of it? | 
Sir Rob. No (old man) never- 
But Pleynſey counterieired certain Letters, 
Subſcribiug them — Lord Villiers bis name; 
In gratulation fot betraying G, 
Thele Letters were delivered ten Poſt, 
The Poſt ſurpriz'd, examin'd where be had them, 
He anſwered from Villiers his Secretary: 
For in his habit Plays{c3 was diſguis d. 
Ob Heaven! © 
Sir Reb, Good father wherefore doſt thou ſigh? 


Momf, For grief mens hearts ſhould barbour ſuch deceits, 


Sir Rob, 1 faint father if thou canrelieve me, 
Call for thy Daughter , ſtretch me on a bed: 
Bear witneſs I repent now, help and eaſe me, 
And till I dye conceal my tre , 

Ze ſure Iwill, and yet I hope youll ve, 

And reconcile the banich t Lord your ſelf, 
For *twas an unjuſt fact, indeed it was, 
Come Daughter help to lead in this Gentleman, 
Wer'll ſhow bim all the favour that we can, 


Euter B 5 5 
Beſt, 


The Blind- Beg gas of Bednall-Green. 

Biſr. Father be fownes. | | 

Mf. Come query bn bim in, 

I hope be will recover, but if nor, | 

Heaven grant his fias may wholly be forgot. Eren 
Enter Canbee diſguiſed. , 

Can, This damb'd perpetusl Rogue SW«ſb, po here in 
little eaſe ofthe bare ground, hungry, cold, and fs, ever 
fince two hours «fore day, } ami hungry for the hundred pound be 
brings, cold at my heart (or fear be come withour it, dad com» 
-fortle(s leaft if he have it, be comes with company, but i in f. 
bela here be comes, what and alone | excellent the 100 |, myne ou 
—— — 

Fu. I diſcover none, is paſt, in I may 
ſafety put up an honeſt weapon, thou — to all Theeves, ſleep 
there; my young Maſter promiſed to meet me, he ſtayes ſomewhat 
long, but he knows Sweſb is able to ſtand under the ſtrokes of a 
doven falſe laves, ob that I could meet with a Theef now to try my 
VAaiour,: 

Can, Stand firrab and deliver. | 

Swaſh, Oh Lord, Theeves, theeves, oh, oh. 

Can, Peace Villain, or Tie cut out thy Tongue, and make a ra- 
ſher of the coals ont. deliver the mony. 

Swe, Yes good Mr. Theef with all my heart, there tis Law glad 
I bad it for you. | 

Can, So am I too Sir come hold up l maſt now bind you hand and 
foot for running aſter me. | 

* I pray you do bind me hard, do good Mr, Theet, harder 
yet Sir. 

Cas, So now arewe l, your mony with me Sir. | 

Swaſh. Farewell Riad Mr, Thee? O'poxchoks bim for x ſlave,” 
Theeves, theeves, theeves, help, help, help, | 

Emer Hadiand and Snip with Scrowd's ſword, 
F/ad, , Sirrah Sap be ſure you run away with Strowd*s (word: 
Snip, I warrant you Sir let me alone for runtiing. - £341 


Swab. Theeves, theeves, a ts n vg 
Snip., How thecves, lle raiſe the town Sir chee ves, thee ves. 
Ex- Snips. ...... - Emer Tom Strowd, 


T. Fire. Hog Theeves,—where's Jui ran with my fword?who's © 
that cries r man come ſtand to it. 
$wab. Yes Sir, I am to it. 

i of | 7. Stirs, Why 


The Blind-Beggar of Bednall-Green, 
V. Stre. Why what's the matter Sw how cim t thou thut, 


hz, 
Swaſb. I am rob'd Maſter. 
T. Ftre How rob'd,1 hope not fo man | 
Swaſh, Yes faith there was fix Theeves ſet apon me, I very man- 
fully kil rd ſeven of the (is, and the reſt carried away the mony, but 
Hhai! have it again that's the beſt ont. 
+ 7, Stre, Ho doſt thou know thou Cheſt ha't again Swe ? 
Se Why be has leſt me bis bond here to bring it again. 
« bond with a Halters name, — 5w4/+ is all the 


T, Jure. 
mony gone? 
. ny Maſter. 
What ill fortune is that S, whar ſhall we do now 


cross. | 
Enter Snip and Candy. 
Szip,” Theeves , theeves, come good Mr. Cay make haſt, this 
way, this way. 
Can, Theeves, where Boy ? I am almoſt out of breath with run- 
ring, what Mr. Strewd and Sa bow comes this. 
T, Stre, Why Sau rod'd man | 
Cn, How rob d? 
Y, Stre, Yes faith, but I may thank Saip there that run awiy 
with my ſword,” + . 1 $ [is ily | 
Snip, Alas Sir I was ſoamazed Thnew not what I did, 
Nor whither bran, (44 I met Mr. Conbee here 
Can. Rob'd, 1 wod I had been with thee Swark. 
mark, | baneſt Mr. Cate, and you had bern with me Thad 
ſcaped well enough then. 
Can, Well Mr Strovd, I wee paſting threuph Aga this 
moraing I ſaw the Shreeves and Conſtobles ſct tower to Vr 
ate to fetch your father, the Carperiter mn urt carried che Jeb- 
ber to Beduadl-Green , only love to meet you made mo neglect the 
principal buſineſs, bere's the Proteftors Reprieve, I have done the 
t of a Gentleman, here's Howptiry Gtoft ar good Noble mani, be 
loved Father well, let not \geluy den, | was two 
boure by tbe clock ot my bere Kaers to the Pravetor, ptay d the 
equity of the quarrel, aud could fd. body a been found, the 
Pardon bad deen ſealed: bot baſte away wich — — 
borſe at Ln, and make ſpred, or your father will be asg - 


<d, | *. 
T. Jtra. 


The Blind-Bigges of Be Inall· Green. 
T, Sire. How take horſe quoth ye, yes,the Cat would lic k her ears 
and ſhe bad em, why, 1 was rob d too laſt night my ſelf at Lang» 


on, 

2 — * : of nothing rob ; 

T. tre. Yes faith a matter to Sv 
and I now adayes, 1 hate not a horie to raſt at a dog man 
not L | 
Can, Apox of all ill fortunes, hold Sir, there's five ſhillings leſt 
take it, and go take my borſe at the Bell at Srrasford, and make 
haſt for fear you come too late, | 

T. Sire, Troth Mr. Canbreand ye gave me all that ere ye had, f 
can but thank you, and your horſe were a borſe of gold, he ſhall be 
forth-comming again. Come Swarbletus go. Exit Tow Sero: 

Swarb, Mr. Caster no more but fo for this kindneſs, farewell 
Mr. Hadland, farewell Snip, pray let's ſee ye all at the Gallows, till 
— I dequeach this halter amongſt ye, in token of my love, and 

zdue. 

Seip. Farewell Sw4ſb and be hang d. 

Had, — Canber, art thou mad to give him thy horſe, and five 
ſhillings co ſave his father from hanging, | 

Can, No you Friday-fact-frying-pan it was to ſave us all from 
whipping, or a worſe ; for let your Rogueſhip underſtand, 
that this rrprieve is count erfeit and made by me, your ordinary 
paſport maker, that ſhould have loſt an eur at Su, and ano» 
ther at Northampton; the truth is we muſt leave London, for if the 
ProteRor get us under his proteRion, we ſhall all go Weſtward tor 
this warrant. Ef > | | 

Had. — Ler's turn Gypſievageinthen, and go about a ſor tune 
telling, dis in good requeſt again now, *" 

Can, That's the ſmooth foor path up Holborn, no 1ack there's 
an odde fellow inuffels dhe noſe hat ſhows a motion about Biſhop 1» 

ate, wEle wheel avon by Rar and get to his lodging, ſee ſhews 
or « fortnight, till crema, nine dates wonder of banging, be paſt, 
to let us uſe bis motion, which done the boy ſha i turn girle, thou 
as I ba ve done already, waſh off that Cypſie. colour, and be door» 
keeper with the boy, my ſel*wich half viazard will deicribe, and 
thus we'le live ike young. Emperors, | 

Hel; bis — think Snip thou malt 
have purt ha le of the Wenches in the throng, | | 

Smp. And if I ſnip e Ex. 


Emer 


The Blind- Beggar of Bednall-Grees. 
Enter Gloster, S Walter and bis Sov, Ca. 
9 Oli Strowd te tbe Gallen, wb. 

4% 
Gleft, Streu I am 


What ſtate you dye in, how yon 
Your lands, — ery pr / 
Theſes be ores de, yee hill chan hes | or 
To give unto your ſon, yon —— - 
4 So, | bumbly bis royal Majeſty, | 
V'Viſking — — 
But with your favour my good Lord Protector 
— 1 — 
Rober: Wifhford in ; 
Qur quarrel rifing from open wrong, 
He offcr'd to his neece the Lady . 
Glaſt. All that was certified bis Maj 
hear me Srrowe, Death's fleſhie! 


will di 
now 


O, Srro, My Lord 1 do beſeech ye pardon me 
The worPFd believes that have marder'd e 
Or fince abus M his body 
And ſha ming at my ſavage gui 
Have hurt i in fore well not to be 
Is this the matter that I ſhould canfeſs ? 


Or moy'd him from the place be fel, 
Not far offfrom this ploce where Emu fall 
F ask Heavens enger on me, for — — 


And I can ſay no more co 
what — about —— lands. 


1 —— qo 


The Blind- Beg gar of Bednall-Grecn, 
I givero00 ond xi! the deeds, | 
Une the Lady Elizabeth his 

Aud Captiinwt ford, in whom | put all truſt, 

Be caretuli that the Lady be not wroag'd, 

Cap. eff, 1 wirrant you Mr. Send. 

Ce. How meat d chou to di pode of all thine own? 

Oo Stre. | have a will drawn at my houſe in Harling, 

And 1 confirm that for my Teſtament. 
Goff. Are you pleas'd chat w hall be perform d, 
Old Str, Heaven's will be done. 

But | would fein have (een mine untind Son, 

Ge. Tarry a little > xecutioner, 

Emer Tom Strewd, and rs. 

T. Sire. Hold, hold, hold, let him alone you croſs legg*d-barti- 

choak,touch bin and thou dare. 

gw. Hold Hangman and chou be'ſt a man, hold for the Kings 
advantage. | 

Gu. What are theſe trow? 

T. Svre. T wo. bir that come not withour their cards I hope, Fas 
ther you bave « (imple fellow to your Son you lee, come who's the 
wr 2 place. | 

Old Playn, 1 is 

* fore, Do ye ſo, ——— 5 ov 

back zgain to the Gaol, or a at doyoucall it, 
— Lord GardinaPs, and my rarer hee domme op 
Sir. 

ry proud Winchefter: and mine, tar a ſtrange, lec's lee ie. 

Sas. It is not fo ſtrange a+ true gr, chere it is- 

Ges. Is this your Son Se trowd Þ 

Old Str I my 


T. Se-, 0 the more heme fry Water i, 
Gloſt. Where had you th tepreeve ? _ 
T. Sers, Of an honeſt Gentlemen Sir, our hr 0e de pe 
ſonable matter with my Lord Protector. 
NL bir bo le one, as boneſt « Gentleman as ch. | 


bee. 


Gleft. Te deſo — 8 10 


bee ory * 
= we | . | ws 
— 2s 2 : 0 


The Blind: Beggar of Bednall-Greeni 


7. Sire, As God mend me tis the very ſame man, but all'+ one for - 
that, be bas wp the kind Gentleman with me, and as God ſave me 
and "Swaſh ad not been rob'd this morning of-x00 pound P pound, Thad. 


paid him ſhell for his pains too Sir. 

Gleſt. Stremd turn your ſelf to Heaven theſe hopes are vain, 
And young Strowd xs you hope to have our favone . _ _. 
Aſter your Father's death, 1 Lage 20 ſeek 
That Cubes forth that forg* d repreeve. 

7, Stre, How after. my father's death, I hope it is not come 
to that now?afrer all this charge. 

Old Stro. Sirrah you, evet chuſe yon ſuch ſure Mates, 

My Lord ProteRor pray be good to him. 

T, Stro, Nay pray you my Lord be good to my father, and turn 
him ore the Ladder, 

Swaſh, is this my Lord EreRor? 

V. Fro. How's ul Ants Lord Protector, and you be my Lord 
Protector, I pray do but ſet your hand to this Bill, yp as God ſave - 
me, and cre ye come into Norfolk, Vie do you twenty, times as 
— a turn 1 my father comes to, pray yon my 


Swaps, Do my ood Lord Erector, and Swaſh and bis Buckler 
_ be at your 1 5 
Sero. Peace, ace, idle prate , Heaven's peace 
Maſt be my — 4 in — — 


V. Sere, Sweſh ghar ſhall become of me now, I nere dare go down - 
into Norfolk — every clown will brave me, and bid me go co 


d as my father was. 


Lenden and be 


Enter u Momford lead is by, Bels Mamford. . 
Mom. Some man bring me to an Officer, 
It 22 be a blind wretch may la ve a ſubject. 


hang'd, . 
e blind man ſee bim hong'd that mere huge in 


Old Plan. What would that 
* 3 hope ſhe toms 66 — 49 oe 


C 


| bid Swaſh ſwing in an Halter as his old 


Swab, Master, bere's a ind ada come to ſee your fre 


y. old Maſter from the ITY 


His No geg She hoal hae cams er mach and he 
SWarh,. 


— — of -——_—_—— 


iece. : 
x 7, Stro. No in his Cottage man, thou miſtakeſt, 
in. bar now, an ſent us forth. 
To comes us; 
As well as bis green wounds will give him leave. | 
7. Sire. 1 marry Swoſb, here's « good old man, and.a ly 
Mother, brings news for the nonce, — 1 wo'd not for all the Bu- 
* in Ned ad faln out,char my father had ſaln off, 
Let Strewdcome down, I bope Sir Robert lives, 
And 7 be do, believe me Vie 
towed; death, 


This over raſh for 
Old Plan. May it Twas ion thelaf Mu 


your grace, 
Strowd granted be bad kill'd bim, Jodgement paſt , 
And m Famed be hed id bin Jo Robert, 
Haſten'd ( wich tears de neos 
Beer Sir Robert Weſtford. 

Swarh, Vonder he comes Maſter , come you had like to made a 
fine piece of work here, are you 2 Koight and can fight na bet: . 
ter. 


Sir Rob, Health to m Lord the Duke of Chr. 

Gleſt,1 am . bealtb, D. 
How do you 

Siy Rob, T 


e your ation 
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Hi pardon ſhall be ſeat bday 
—— 1 rarer Wee . 

t hear you young & out Canber; 
Or at my hands never i 


V. Sire. Yes my Redet bin orten ld veſfineſ; 
Swan I am mightily ſmitten in love with — Ld and I ba 
not a ſwell lling 54 ys} in every member wo'd I mght nere 
ſtir, — yonders Mr, Playnſcy bas all the talk with her, 1 jet hee's 
* 3 1 
.' Cannot you go and resin fron lids, 1co'd doi 
my * Maſter 

V. Stre, Ile go to em, Ple 
Goddeen to — Sir. * | 

Swaſb. Piſh you are no _ Maſter, let me zlone I have « device 
to get hun away, and then do yoa ſeaſe upon the Wench : follow 
me Maſter. 

7. Srra, Oh brave Sas & faith, 

FT a Meſſenger, 

Gloft, Now Sir your news ? 

Meſſ, The haughty Cardinal | 
Taking advantage of your from home, 
Hath Lach a7 crue of his Confederates, 
Beſet St. Johnſer, and with all his force 
Aſſayls to wrong the Lady Eller, 
And ſteal ber forth the Caſtle, + 

Gl-P. Is poſſible, char this proud Prieſt laces offer riolence 
Unto my Troth-plight Eller? 

1. 4 "Tis roo true my Lord, 

Gleft. Where is be now ? 

Meff, Rid to the Court 

Gloſt, And thicher Ole = 
As ſwift as quickeſt (| al gi 

Old Sure, Come Sir you 1 Res 
No doubt thoſe copef-mates had m 
And do you hear take your 
Go und Len chem, or for your o 
Waiting s for you that truſt kar fr 


my goods, y, 
2 . 


The Blind-Beggav of — 
Till y found thoſe that have Cony + 
| Stre, Heark hither Swakk, and it had not un 
the name of the Sten, wo'd we had made an end of this braw- 
ling as the Gallows, und then then — — 
a 12 a coyl ſor a little loſs or no, I warrant thee he 
ha not the do caſt thee « towards the bealing of thy 
crack t 2 ROY one ſayes he gave that ill-fac*. knave the 
ve,or 
Swaſh, I that was to buy him a better face Mr. But give him 
good words , you knew-the ald mon is kind 
7. Stro, I as any Corſlen creature, her's 82 „nd 
loſt again with a nut, hu come Wal weil ſe Cos 
ny-catchers,and ere | catch chem, Ile make — all 
for their roguery, 
Exeunt young Stroud agd Swaſh. 
Old * — hands with Nr, Send. 
Well be may bave my band but not my heart, 
* thou didſt wound mt , yet thou didſt it well, 
No more, Ile think on t till — day, | 
Vie ſit upon your skirts before, I w | 
Capt, Weſt. Oh Yacle have paticace- 
Sir Rab. You are — aiofniirys. 
I pray you Sir Walter Playyſey make good Bonds 
That Strowd abuſe need lockout I prays: - 
Old Pla. I rant you Sir Robert Vie de ſare 
Of 
2 Sire. 22 — bare Decks 


e e that rater Sie ales 


1 * — . — r — 
ou brought me to 

Father farewell , farewyell 
Fle reſt your Debtor till ſome tig / | 
But *cwas Sir Rebert's, hindmeſs toxevea) his name, nd, oft 
Elſe Hangman yon bad had this home · ſpun ſuit, "Wy 
But Heaven be thank't | keep it for my Son, 
I hope to drive him from his ſilken bumour, 


rather Sir you — ls — 
me back: 
maid, - 


Cay, Vet, Come good Mr. Streu will | 
Old Stro, 771 — wor dear wiche aud bold, 
Having eſcap'd thy danger being thavold, adl : Lag 1k 16a $ 


Es, 


- The plind-Beggv of Bednall-Greth, 
7er old Strowd';"Cop; Weltford, a d Playn 


$6! 1 e ofthis blind ſe, and that baſe in 
Elfe badft thou hang'd ere I r 
And pole int ry oe tongue a miſchief, that reveal'd . 24 
0 — — rof Aviefords fall; 
Keri reſolvd, hear you Pao, 


4 give that Maid mark in gold, 

And Father I muſt crave a word with ches. 
"TY. Mlejs,"Fair Maid beſides bis offer take this Gold; 
Beſs. I pray you pardon me, for all the world 

[I would not * my ſoul that injury. 

T. Playn, Divine immortal , all my Souls 

Befr. Salute me not with ſuch vain Epithice, 

] am wretched, mortal, miſerable, poor, 

But bowſoever "beſe; Vie de no whore, 
7. Pla Wilt thou be then m vile, forthe ie Grad, 
B:ſr. Ws mch une, 

A Gentleman of your worth' will vouchſale,; , 

A B gears Daughter to your Bridal bed. 
7. Pu. By Heaven I will if thou w lt grant me love. 
Ile anſwer you another time kind Sir. 

My father hath no Nurſe, no Wife, no childe, 

No ſervant but my ſelf, nd he is blind, 
V. Plays, Heark in thine car one word, 
Sir Rob, J, I. 1, I do remember ſuch a tale I told thee, 

Come hither good ſon Pl paſey chou ſhalt bear it, 

Liſt night at my firſt drefflag Ie Lunatick, 

Mad that I was hurt, more than of the hurt, 


And in my fic told this old fool, 
That thou and! Momferd: fall, 
Now this old I ſaid true, 


Comes with my Conſcience, bidame adviſe, 
And goes about to make « matter ot, 
Ha, ba, old fool go, go, go — 


Thou hadſt need of eyes to honeſt. 
I gucls thy cottage be a brot houſe, 
Talk'ſt thou of MMemfords — m 

en | do beſeech ye bear me for — 


- thr Te domme tell me of Heaven, or Hell, 
Prate not, Pic lend che now and then « peny, 


my 


The Blind- Reggar of Bednall- Green. 
But if thou tirtle tattle tales of me, 
Ile clap thee by the heels, and whip thy Daughter, 
Turn thee to the wide world, and let thee ſtarve, 
Come come ſon Plaleſey let the Knave alone, 
Keep's tongue, and keep his friend, elſe be gets none. 
Beſs, My Father Sir had ply of your wounds, | ö 
Sir Rob, peace Hus wife. I ha ve paid him for his pains, 
Come ſon away, and old man hold your tongue, | 
Remember this old ſaw, As men are friended, Ex, Sir Fob, 
So either right or wrong their ſates are ended. and T. Playn, 
Me. Oh miſerable age | 
Beſs, Oh wretched yourh ! 
Momf. Oh times corrupt by meu for want of truth 
Beſs, What ailes my father? : 
Momf, Why exclaims my Daughter ? | 
Beſ:, Playnſcy the perjur d, he chat did deride me, Fae 
He that did marry fd only Daughter, } 
Courts me again to be his Concubine. 
Aowmf, Dow ie then know thee ? 
Beſt, He makes ſhow he doth nor. 
Momf, Oh do nos truſt him Girl, ard and he 
Are all compos d of guile and ſubtilty. 1 
Alas that this fair world, by ſin deform'd, r 
Should bear upon her boſome ſuch a ſhape | 
As Weſtford is; laſt night ing death, 
Terror dwelt on his heart, which forc'd him tell 
With tears and lamentations his foul facts, 
No ſooner had he any of health, : 
But he conſpir'd the faultleſs death of Stra ? 1 
And would not have come forth, had not we been, 
But till the man had dy'd kept cloſe within. 
Now he denies a deed as clear as day, 3 
Threatens poor want, and lo · trod poverty 
Muſt not reſiſt men in authority: * 
Come lead me in, I would my daies were done, 
Since vice layes baits Which vertus cannot ſhun, E xqunt; 


. 0 


| 'G "ACT 
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ACTIV. 


— — — 2 — —— 


Enter Tom Swawd wash. 


7. Stre. Omw's this , (hall I ſee all Næwiteb in the corner of 
a little Chamber? I had as lieve thou hadſt told me 
Charing ereſi ſtood in Cheapſide, and all one. 

Swaſb. And you will not believe me you ſhall ſee it your ſelF, tis 
in this houſe, tis called a motion: there's firſt the Maſter of the mo- 
tion, then the Maſter's Mate, the Mate's Conſort, the Conſort't 
Cabin-fellow , the Cabin-fellows Hangby, the Hangby's Man, the 
Man's Boy, the Boy's Page, the Page's Wench, and all theſe live 
upon the motion. N 

T. Sire, This is old excellent y faith; come, and 1 had but one 
croſs in the world to bleſs me with I de ſee it; go you afore Swah 
and ſhew me thither, | 

Enter Snip like a M dreft up, 

Swaſb. Do you ſee yon Wench Maſter ? ſhe is Door-keeper, I - 
have given ber earneſt to enter her ſoberly, and paſs through ber 
quarters at my pleaſure, 

7. Stro, Is this ſhe ? how. now pretty Mother? what Gamballs 
baſt ta / canſt thou deſcribe them? ſen ye? 

Snip, Not I Sir, the Maſter of the Motion can Sir: 

I. Sire. Go call him out then,. What be / is he aſham'd to ſhew 
his face trow ? or is it the faſhion trow ye ? what Gamballs ha ve ye 
bere now?ha? | 

Enter Candee and Hadland diſguiſed. 
. Can. Why This is Srrowd that I fetc'd over with the counterſeit 
Re „ but *cis no matter, weeꝰ Il our-face him, Gentlemen the 


conceit ou are to fee is Tambl 
1 — Srambling , —— 2 1 chink the fellow be 


Sir be means Tumbling, and feats of Activity. 
7,Stre, Why man that's as ſtale as Bel / curtal,there were a ſort of 
Tomblers at Windbew fair laſt week, and they have made that ſo ſtale 


[a Nerfolk and Sofol, that every gerd nn Tumble and yo 
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ha no better matters ye loſe my cuſtome I can tell ye Siri: 

Can, You ſha!l likewiſe ſte the famous City of Neyw#/teb, und 
* berl reg Ceſar inthe FrenebCapitol by a fort of Durch 
AMeſapet 4 

Y, S. How the French Capitol | nay I remember Te. 
ee (ayes the Capitol chat — was ſtab'd in was at Rowe, 

Can. — — the groſs miſtake to the fault of the — yo 
ſhall likewiſe ſee the amorous conceits and Love ſongs betwixr Cap» 
— ab mera and Mrs, Rump of R- alli, never deſcris 

Saſs, Good Maſter let's ſee Mrs. Ru of R alley. 

7. Fre. How? Captain Pod and Mry, Rue -I think this ſouf- 
ling ſlave flours nz; then faith ler's ſee che ſawing of the Devil with 
a wooden ſaw, 

Can, Or if it pleaſe you ſhall ſee « ſNately combate betwixt T- 
berlayn the Great, and the Duke of G#yſo the leſs, perform'd on 
the Olympick Hills in France. 

7. Sire, France? —Thou ſpeakeſt 
this ſnuffi 


7. Stro. Doſt tell me on his Brow? what car'd I and he bad broke 
his Neck, Fil have it off; what are you the Maſter of the Motion? 
—Tam glad 1 knowit ; Swaſh lock thee here's C that coſen'd 
me wich the falſe Repreeve, 

Swaſbs, And bere's the ſlave Seip that ran away with your 
Sword in a Wenches Petticoac; we'll ſpoyle your motion now we 
have ye. 

Had, 1 beſeech you good Maſter Swaſh. 

Sweſh, What Gypſie?are you turn'd Jugler? II tickle you, 

Had. Mr. Swaſh as you ever came of a woman 

Swab. Let me never come off a woman while 1 live again if Ido 
not terrific you, I'll motion you, I'll murther T and 
his Coatch-borſes, ll ſtab your Coſa, PH raviſh your — 
yl m_ your Pod, Fil powder your Motion, your Nerwitc 
as own, I am fire, and I'll conſume your Motion ins Fromm 

| + EA wil | 
7 Strs, Do Swab, and let me alone with theſe till thou come a- 
Bain. G2 Had, 


- —- 
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Had. Mr. Stre,For mine own part I proteſt unto you] love you gs 
dear as the heart in my boſom, and proteſt unto you it went to the 
very ſoul of me to — that ſlave Cane, like a Gypſy, coſemd 
you of a ſattin ſuit. 

. Str, How 2 how's this, was he the Gypſie that coſen'd me of 
my ſuit ? 

Can, Jack Vite xn Cypſiez believe bim not Mr, Strewd, he has 
been prov'd perjur'd, the ſlave will fight with bis own Father for a 
Jack of Beer, and kill a iucking lufant for a ray of Wine, and where 
he ſayes I coſen d you of your ſuit, *twas his damn'd counſcil that 
Swaſh was rob'd yeſterday ot the 100 l. 

Had, Me. Stroma, by this hollow tooth chat (hall tear that ſlaves 
Noſe like a piece of Swines fleſh, tw as be that rob him, and coun- 
terfeited che Repreeve ; indeed I muſt confeſs I had my ſhare; ſome 
I have ſpent, the reſt is here, take it Mr. Stra, and think of honeſt 
Jack Hedland as be deſerves. 

Can, I muſt give him ſome to j Vr. Strowdchere*s 201, towards 
your loſſes, becauſe I would not ha ve my reputation come in queſti- 
on afore the Protector, nor ſeem to ſtain my Lord Cardinal's 
cloath; there ſhould be an old Harry Angel amongft it, lend it me to 
ſwear by a little. * 

r. Stro, Not one of them and there were a hundred of 'em. 

Can, Let me be tora into mammocks with wilde Bears if I make 
not s gallemaufry of thy heart, and keep thy Skull for my qua ff ng 
bowl you baſe cheating Slave. 

V. Stre, — Here's the old Proverb right, When falſe Theeves 
fall out, true men come to their own ; but ſay I ſhould take this 
40 l. io part of payment, what ſecuricy ſhall I have to get the reſt? 
for my Father has vow d nete to take me for his Son, till I get, bis 
mony again, or ſee you at the Gallows, | | 

Can, Are you fala out with your father ? fall io with us heleer 
ſhelcer , you ſhall fare no worſe than we do. 

7. Stro, — Man, what wouldſt thou have me to turn Cony- 
catcher? ; 

Ca, Oh Sir, your only braveſt life that can be. 

X, Sire, I think it were not amiſs, for I ha ſeen Wheat and 
Barley grow amongſt cockell and darne!l, and many an honeſt man 
keep Knaves company How now SW«/h, what haſt thou done? 
Enter Swaſh a»d Snip, 

-. - Saf, I have e>nfounded their. Motion, beleaguer'd — 


— 
- 


The Blind- Beg gar of Bclnall-Green, 


Caſtle, batter'd down the Walls, and taken 7 «wber{a3» the blood, 
Priſoner in « purſute, to the utter undoing of all Motion Mongec 
and Puppit- players, | 

V. Sire, *Tis well done Se, but wotts thou what man? Tam 


turn'd Cony-catcher firce thou wentſt. 
Swaſh, Cony-catcher ? the Devill you tre? 
T. Stre. Yes y'tnith Swaſs, and it thou wou'c do one thing for 
me now, I'll reach thee to conycateh too when, I come —2 


folk, 

$wefh, On that condition Maſter I'll do it what ere it be, 

Y, Stro. Do but go thy waies to Hile-end Green to my fathers 
lodging at the 3 Coles, & do but tell him I cannot find theſe fellows 
yet, but asſoon as I do meet with them, tell him he ſhal hear from me. 

Swab, Yes Sir, I'll go tell him you are with em, but you bid me 
ſay you could not find em. 

T. Stro — By no means Sab, then thou marr'ſt all, tell him l 
cannot find em, make a lye for me now, l' make two for thee anos 
ther time. 

Swaſh, Well cn this condition you'll teach me tocony , 17m 
content to lyefor you. , Ex. Swaſh, 

T. Stro. Do ſo ; Now Sirs, what courſe will you take, that | may 
come by the reſt of my mony? 
| Can, Tuſh we have 1001, tricks when we want caſh one a» 
mongſt us undertakes the name and habit of ſome (waſhing 1:4/ia% 
or French Noble man at leaſt , the reſt in Liveries attending, then 
we come and ſojourn at ſome honeſt Gentlemgns houſe, till we have 
eat him out of houſe and home in diet, and wore his credir out at 
elbows with taking up commodities at his Merchants, in hope to 
have all bis mony at a day, before which day we give bim the flip, 
and to eſcape purſute attire our ſelves like Gypſies, Pedlars, Tin: 
kers, ot ſuch like di ; how like you this ? 

7. Stro, This is old excellent y*faich; well 1 fee I might a kept 
company with honeſt men all the daies a my life ere | ſhould a 
learn'd half this Knavery : but beark my Maſters , yonder's the 
Blind-Beggar of Bednall-Green has the prettieſt Mother to bf 
Daughter as a man need to lay his leg over, now if all the wit in 
your heads can bur get her to by my wife, I ſho'd think my mony 
every penny better beſtowed than other. 

Cas, You ſhall have Sir her, 

7, Str, Shall; why well ſaid x cone then my mad Yoon! 

3 
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' have ſpent many a gray groat of hoveſt ſwaggerers, and ter: 
bu I daies I never drank for, and now 1'll turn ſwag- 
gerer my fel, —— { 0s nero you ho- 
neſt, true men I cannot, for there's nere « finger on your due 
is as bad as a lime twig, II do my good will, and I can bring * 
any goodneſs, then 2, God « mercy honeſt Tem Stew of Hare 
lin 


Fs 

Can, Thou ſhalt be our chief Captain am 08, 

T. Stre. How your Captain? — 'I make all ſplit then, come my 
hearts, | 


Ee, 
Enter old Momford and f, 


dawn, tos him Beſs Momford. 
Beſi, Father, dear father ſuccout me from ſhame, 

Young Mr, Playnſcy is entered our houſe, 

Hath ſhut the oor up, detainsthe keys, 

And ſwears to kill me, if l _ 

To his abhorrid and intemperate luft , 

Help me good father o'ce the Garden pale, Y 

1 =p nap waa toy omar beak 
Mam. No Daughter, ſit thee down, fit down by me, 

I call you Daughter, being your own deſire, 

If you be nobly born as you report, 

Why ſhould you to eſcape your own diſtreſs * 

Leave me poor man alone, and comfortleſ ? Enter T. Plqs. 
Beſs, He comes 
Men. Let him, fit down, fit down 1 ſay. , 
I. O how ſhall I eſcape reproach this day? 
—— — my they my eyes their light, | 

theſe crooked ſtrait 


T. Playn. Art thou fled hither? thinkeſt thou his weak (trengeh 
3 
arms 
Nay ſtrive not Bayard, if — 4 


by Heaven 
I'll draw my Rapier, and with one thruſt 
Send thee to Charon as a Paſſenger: 
AMowf. Oh, I am feeble = oxen 2 
If it be true, as I have it to | 
You maried lately with Sir Robert's Daughter, 
T. Plays. Father, I hate her, and ſhe ſcorneth me, 
She pules, ſhe ſhe pines, ſhe leaves her meat, 
She lies my Bridal-bed, ſhe bans, ſhe reves 
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Tint Git her father fore'd ber to be mine, | 
8 Good Sir comfort her. ' 
Plan. Comfott thou me, aod 1 will comfort ber. 

Lz. Dill cor yi Conde bs fuck «ſin, 
I ſcorn to be a Princes Concubine. 
7. Plays, Wilt thou be then my wiſe / 
Beſs, No, I bave ſworn 
22 pure « Maid as I was born. 
How can ſhe be your Wiſe ? 
T, 77+ My wie will de 
Aon. Terry — JO 


T, Plays, Alli 
ar depth rot ; 


Old man Il] make 
Fair Maid chou ſhalt be 
Deny me and 17 turn a Ter, 
Murder thy Father, e 
— 2 5 
2 


Deform thy beauty with the hand 
Laſtly make ſpoyl of thy Vir 
Then leave thee wretched; 
'Gainſt all 


* 
Aen. Sir ſtand but aſide « little while; 
The firong ct of 1; ack 
— + both 


e N e 

. ay ay not ena we 
Y.P . ==" com) 

44 1 will fie his bor laſt preſenet 
*. i Coon — == 2 
Aen. Sir | commit my 

Bac! beleech you woo ber wigh 
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she may without com yield at laft; 
Il in and we. p, for what can I do more ? 
You're rich and and I am week and poor. 

7. Plays, Hold Father, take that Gold to comfort thee, 

Aft arquay few men now ſhun infamy. 

5. Obme, do you forſake me! 

AMonf, | a while 1 do, 

But Playnſcy Fil anon be even with you, Ex, Motf- 

V. Plays, Now prettie Virgin how are you refoly'd ? 

Beſs, | yield, yet though 1 yield I bend my knees, 

And ere my ſpotleſs Virgin ſhape | leeſe Kneels, 
Let me delate the — — — * * 
7. Pin. Come do nut (tai illy cheeks wich tears, 
Nor faſhion to thy (elf a form of 2 
Thou talkit of lol of ſhape,» fair Lak bears 
A ſhape as goodly in loſt Maiden head, 
And far more lovely; then with ſmiling grace, 
They boldly look upon a Lovers face, 
Try once, then be aſſut d thoul't not refuſe, 
Hadſt thou a hundred r- ws — 

%. Impious temptation thee Ployn/ey 
Setting my weak ſtrength to reſiſt thy luſt; * 
Off with thy poyſonous hands, help, help me Heaven. 

Enter Momford like « Serving-man, 

A.. But a poor earthly man guided by Heaven 
Will keep thee from this deed, hatefull as Hell 
Plays en forbear us thou reſpe&s-thy lite. 

7. Plays. Thou Autum-ſhaken leaf, thou bare Anatomic, 
Thoa wicher d Elder- pith, thou of desth, 

Sent by that blind exorciſt to diſturb - 
The s that young Playn/e5*s heart affect, 
Vaniſh, I know thou art but lither Ayr. 

Thy band fell li dome thi nag; & | 
That is di theſpredditiy Howds?! ** 

Momf. What mak M chou me a Ghoſt? come take thy weapon 
Thou ſhalt ſoon try Lam both fleſh and bone. Fel, Playuſe 

7. Fm Hold Villain hold! is 

Momf, No Bo, U am « Man, i ——_———— 
Uacle to that wrong'd Maid, the Blind- mans brother, 
Who quaking fits withia monraiog bis Child; © ** _ 


Art 


— 


", 
y 


Ar't not aſha nd ? no thou art impudent, w*:23 "(1 
weftford ind you are fleſi'c in villanies; 2 4 
Think on your plot about the baniſh'd M, 
If you'll repent it I will uſt you we, F 
Make means that Momferd may be proved clear 4 gy 
2 know beſt his harmleſs innocence, 
1 — ſa 
ord (hall make your peace, and ue your p | | 

T. P. What doſt chou mean ? what's this thou telk'ſt to 
me? 2 

Mowf, I talk of Treaſon, rapine, flaader, wrong; 
Go get thee to Sir Robert, het“ bard by, 
I ſaw him walking ap along the Green; 
Staad not to talk, if thou accept my offer 
I' be « faithful ſervant iu this baſtme ta, 
Preſerve your credits, and confer with you ; 
If not, reſolve oa this, I'll to the King, 
And there accuſe you of this haynous wrong, 

. Pla. Wilt thou ſtay here antill | fetch Sir Robart?  & 

Anf. | will. Go Maid, h ip the old man to bed, Ex. Pb 
Hee*, ſhrowdly frighted by this violence, mu 

Beſt, ht reverend min art thou d or —— 
That ipeak'it theſe wonders of my baniſu d father ? 

Anf. Go honorable M iden, Mewferd's Heir, 
A little help the old weak blinded man, 
That weeping fi's within, trembling for dread 
Leſt P bad thy chaſt youth injured, 
Hep him, and then 1':] tell thee many wonders, 

Be(i, To hear but one word of my fathers weal, 
Pl undergo a | work, all pxio, all roy). Ex, Beſt. 

Momf, Poor Girl, how glad ſhe is to hear the voyce 
Of Memfſords honor? with what nimble p ed 
She hyes to help a ſhadow, there s no beggar , 
No poor blind man, that wants ber comforting ; 
I wonder what ſhrill think, when ſhe ſhall find 
Oaly a ſt off, a ſcrip, a gown, a bonner, 
And nere a body to make uſe of them / Enter Beſs, 
She come“, and u amazed n+ ſhe comes, 

3.7. Where is the blind man | belcech you Sir # 
Alone 1 find bis garments in _ Chair, 


- 


The. Blind- Bey gar ey Bedhalk Green, | 
Do not amaze me, tell me where be is f (| 
Aen. He is within — Maid, 


Beſ:, Aged m 
I ſhould — 2 to your myilk-whire bairs ACE 
Tell me, O cell we ally th withins Cheir f 
The caſe i leſt are you a Con juror, 
"= the blind — I at — le, . 
MM . I am no " ay þ — 
And + will briog theblind-man to gu mls! 
Stay bere, look on this clow — . hs | YI 
And Il earrs content. Ex A 
Be. Alas where am 1 fate th Beggars Cell | ws 
Is a baſe Cottage to betray my honor: 
I took him at t . ITE 
But now I ſee he is expert in ſhapes: toi. u 
But why ſhould | diſprai ſe tum? he tid fin 
My body from vild Play»/e5's luxury. 
Merhinks he bas been all my Joy to me, 
Why —_ tbert now ariſe this difference? 
Ber Moniford = 4 Boghar, 
Ae Daughter where are you? © * /' » 
Beſs, Pray where is your brother Þ' 
AMomf, | have no Brother, no kin but one Daughter. 
Beſs, Hee's an \nchanter. ſure, bis waies Il ſhun, 
Memnf. Dughter where are you ? I conjure you Child 
By the true hs of old Momford's name 
By Memſers faith, that was by fraud en Ta, 
You would not let his bonor dic in name. 
Beſs, Help me ye powers, that give all Mortals power, 
To (cape this bea vy and too troublous hour. 
Spirit avoid me, or if thou be no ſpirit 
Surely it is a dm d Magion. 
Fly me, thou alte r'ſt ſbapes, I do not love thee; © 
Mf. Thou doſt; ſee bere the Gold thou fentſt thy father, 
When l, even | my (elf brought thele fair Arms 
To wicked Weſtford, Gate; poor Child be ht Am 
I am thy Bacher Moneford, by crayrerou practiſe ban ſhed, 
7. Ab me, that I have liv*d fo long un nown, 
I'MIT bad ſuch a hope. 
Fair Child forbear, ; 
«fl I 


, * 


The Bad- here Bednali-Grecn, | 
1 know Sir Rebert Wfferd, and this PH fr r 
Or one of then er 2 „ 29" 
mer wd e 


And call me comeyde | | 2 TOM 0102 BD NOR 
— — e enen 
5 b ine in E 8 
We 2 wc clowded hog bor m bare, | 
Teach will advance deſert to honor's fate. Brewer, 
Eater Sir Robert Wellfotd,” N. Narüfey, Canber r, 
| Ten Stead; © 4 
v. Plays. Dare y Stevi iris iv Teepe _—_ 
Cas, Tuſh feer him not, ſinte dis fother bath given him over, he 
hath given re a'l boneſty end jives upon the ſpoyl; come ye fund 
here's three of us, and ber&s 30 f. each n take bis ſhare, 
We real fort ony to cut the 
ughter, 


— aan Conduit head f. 
t 


| Had. And fall thou to ber, and ye can but agree of price. | 
T. Stro, Nay let me alone for fllingupon the Wench [ warrant 
5 N | k 16 $£ #87 « | 


e. - 
Can, Mr, Pie and Sir Robert do you ktep abort the of 
Mans Cottage, * when you ſee tris 0 gone knock ove bis 
Brains with his Crutches ; thus dave you beard your ſeveral chars 
ges z every man to his Cour of Guard , and keep fair quar- 
ter. * 
Sir Rob. Plotted with good diſerttiott Son P,, 
I like it well, that you 1 *. Lak | 
Near tothis Cottage , for it much concerns us 
To fee this t dead, wpon whoſe breach 
Proud ſlander ſi s to blemiſh our good names, 
And bit. our honeſtre n | 
Shake hands andpertin n next we meer, Ex. Sir Reb, c 
Their deaths ſhall lay il our fret, * | Can. & Bad, 
*. — pray beaven it May; aw Mr. Strowd, 
Although you had in charge 1 8 
| p 


The Rind- Beggar of Bednall: Green, 
I 46 -intreat you uſe ſome ſpecial care 

In your attempt, and in the ſtead of death 
Tell her 1 love her dearly, and that love 
Enforc'd this ſhift : for the Wench be pot, 

Yet in the glaf of my « 1 ned! 

She ſeems lobe wealthy, fair and vertuous; 

Commend me to her &:rowed, and fince my wiſe 

Hath given her lateſt farewell to the warld, Riady J. 


Angels more for thy reward: | mnt ,Y 
— pea, apo 
That ſleeps within my boſome, ſo adue, 
Itruſt the richeſt of my hopes with you. Ex. Meyn 


7. Stre. Do ic, and I do not deceive you let me dye like « Dog on 
a pitch · ſfork This is excellent, hire me to ſteal away the Wench 
I am in love withall my ſelf, this comes juſt ia the nick yſaith, 
I deſire no more, but to meet her, Whoſe yonder 5waſb ? how now? 
whither "_y ſo faſt Swab — Enter 1 
Swah, What my yon alter / why Iam going to che three 
Colys $9. EO your Farhers Geldiag ; we — & into Norfoth 
s alt 
Y, Sero, —Better and better till, thou com'ſt as fit for the pur- 
ſe as « Padding far a Eryers mouth, ſo doſt thou : 1 do but 
y here to talk 3 or 4 cold words in hugger- mugger with the 
Blind- eugbter, and III tide down into Norfolk with 
you;and as Gold wo'd ha'c,yoader comes the Mother. 
| Emer Beſs Momford.. 
Beſe, Oh what content attend: this Country life. 
Here proud Ambition's emulating 
Playes not he Baran z our «ſhed is builc 
Without the reach of Treaſons bloody. Gripe. 
Sweſh.To her Maſter; *%is an old ſaying io our Country, Lo 
Standers are but ſhort Doers, Wenches cannot away wich 
them, Dd 
Y, Stre, Maſs Si I think thou ſayſt true; I to her, How 
now pretry Mother, whither are you going lo faſt? | 
Beſi, Alas Sir | am a poor mand Child, 
My Father is t ar of this Green, 
That ives upon — peoples charities, 


1 
= 


The Blind- Beg g ar of Bednall- Green. 


Tam a going with this earthen Pitcher 
"y fetch — uw ow the Conduit bead; 
VVe eat the herbs chat grow on the Springs brinck; 
And count the — om wholſom drink, 
V. Stre. Nay youdriok water you are no hoſteſs for mes 
Swat. You are no hoſteſs for me, fie, fie, I am aſhamed of 


ou. 
a V. Str. Why ? what ſhould 1 fav to ber? | 
Sweſb, V Vhat ? you ſhould have pra d her little ſoot, 
Her hanſome ſhooe beloogi tot: | 
And ehen a come to her round knee, 
And then Maſter to her belly. 

Y, Stre. | marry Sweſb, and I were there once 1'de do well e- 
nough t bu: pray, thee let me alone, II ta lx to her well enough L 
warrant thee; this is to the purpoſe, V Vench you know young Mr. 
Playnſey ? 

Bet. Ldo remember I have ſeen the man, 

e loves my Father well; why names he Playnſey ? 

I hope he'll do me no more injury? 

Sei. Pie, fie, what have you to do with P/a:»/ey 2 come to 
your own buſineſs; as thus you muſt come upon her, Oh Lady 
bright, pity chis Knight, that in this plight.is thus rormenced, if you 
de _ to be billing, I dare bold « ſhilling you ſhall be con- 
tented. 

V. Sero, I marry Sach, this is excellent ylfaith could I not 
thou a taught me this but alls one Sweſb, l' win her without 
theie Ballads 1 warrant you; VVell wench, to come to the point, 
there's young Playnſey loves you well, and he has hired me to 
watch for thee here, «nd carry thee to bis Farm houſe at Rede- 
riff , where if be find thee, ſoon at night thou art like to loſe thy 
Maiden head afore morning. 

/. Unhappy wretch , that Plryn/ey ſure was born. 

To make our Houſe and Family a ſcorn. · 

Sw«ſb, Shee begins to yield Maſter, give ber not ore, 10 her a- 
gain Maſter, | 

V. Sire. I'wirrant thee S now Iam in let me alone. VVell 
VVench, this is the plain Engliſs on's, and thou loveſt me no worſe 
than 1 love thee, !nſtead of carrying thee to bu Farm bouſe at Re- 
Ai, lu ha thee. to the Church and mary thee, and of a poor 
Begger Daughter, 1'4l make. * wealthy n 

| 3 e, 


3 * = % 
The Blind- Beg gar of Bednall-Grecn, 
wife; what ſayeſt thou to ie now ſen ye? 
Beſi, Alas my Father is a poor Blind-man, 
And I am all the comfort that he has, 
I am his eyes to lee, his feet to o, 
And hands to dreſs bim, — 28 
Eyeleſs, hand leſi, footleſs, 
Yet if you love me as you make a ſhow, | 
U—U— = > > nous ty vary 
We live content s 2 good;mans ſtore, | 
Y. Sire, Lay thee Sweſb, I muſt go into her Cot-houſe ſhe ſays; 
Well VVench, and thou wot not go with me, thou art nee like to 
ſee thy Father, nor his Shed more, for Mr. Playsey and Sir 
Robert . ford has hired « couple of falſe Knaves to cut thy fa- 


thers throat , therefore and thou canſt love me, ſay, and bold, 


go thou with Swaſh and raiſe the Town, and III go back and fave 
thy Father's life I warrant thee, 

Beit. II 50 with ye, love ye, I'll do any thing ſo thou wilt ſave 
my aged Fathers life. | 

V. Stre, — Let me be hany'd like a and I do nor; Swe 
go you with her and raiſe the Town, I'll but croſs o're the Sams 
mer lay by the Broom field ore goodman Dar , Cloſe and be 
with you preſently; — whither art thou going? chou doſt not bear 
me 


Sweſh, Yes, yes, I muſt go by the Broom- field, I bear you Sir, 
come VVench come. g 
- Y, Sti. Nay ſince you tre ſo forward hold, take you the Pics 
cher, Pi] go with her my ſelf, —1 wod not for any thin I bad 
rarn'd Cony-carcher, here had been u black day with ſome body 
elſe ; come VVench, dty thine eyes, never cry for the matter, the 
wor? is peſt, chou ſnalt ſee che caſe ate tei I warrant thee, Jil ſave 
thy Father's life fear not. 2 
Swarb, Ob, oh, oh, I carry the Pitcher { there let it lye, I'll aſter 
them. Hrn. 
Enter Momford driving Canbet and Hadland. 
Can, — Iam hurt. 4 
1 — Hold, and thou conſt of the noble blood ofthe Teja 
014, | 
Am. Nay do not think you d te Caſtam 
Though time hath hid me wh he tort of Age, oft 
And hum his ſnowy livery of my face , 
Mn | Though 


More friendſhip at your han 


The Blind: Beger of Bednall-Green, 


"Though I am old, that I want hto fight” © 


If you be men whoſe fortune's has been ſhak'd 
By the rough arm of want, or Servitors 
That have confatt'd wo in the wars, 
1 haves bind Brother on this Green, 
'Who by the Alm of chiricable men, | 
And with the wealth I brought him ont of Freer, 
Heath ſtore of Gold, and had you ſhown your wins 
To bim or me | 
Can. I ſcorn to take thy fare known to Ere a prowling 
on ye all, we know your Brother has Gold, and n that we 
come for. 
Had And we'll ha't or dye fot c. ; 
Both, Murder, help, help. | They ſ gli. 
Emer Sir Robert Weſtford, and young Playnſey. 
Sir Rib, What murder ? where's the Murderers ? 
T. Playn. Sir Kebert draw, it is my friend that's wrong d. 
Mnf. Nay I deſeech your worſhip bold your bands; 
Though | be old, I «mfſufficient 
To anſwer two far better men than theſe, 
Can, Sir Acbert, as you are a Knight lay hold upon one, who wis 
con ent to rob us in the Kings high way , but would like wiſe 
howtaken away our lives. 
T. Playn, Upon my Soul you do the fellow wrong. 
Sir Rob. Nay, nay Son P/ayn/ey, never take his part; 
How ſhould the B: ggar here of Bednal'- Green 
Get ſo much wealih, as the world thinks he bath, 
And keep his minion at che Beggars houſe, 
But by ſuch practice yield up thy weapons, 
Or ſet upon him all, l' an(wer it. 
Momf, Well, well, Sir Kebert Weſtford, time has been 
The Blind · m ih ard his * pee did deſerve 
$ : and Mr, Playnſey 
Icould repeat, but let old matters reſt, They brat 
«Sir du 'What do ye brave v3? [et upon the ſlave. M af, 
7. Plays. What is he gone ? how did he ſcape our hands ꝰ 
Can, —Lknow dot, l had 4 fall Slow at his le t leg, I had though 
I bad cut it off. Ester Tem Siramds 
Tom Stre, Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho, ho, Carb-e 1 Pray Heaven keep 
the old man from killing ert I come, and I care not. 8 
4 


The 'Blind-Brggar of Bednall-Green. 
*. an, What Tow Strowd? well met, where's'the Wench 7 is fhe 

e? 

T. Stre, Safe | Doſt thou make a queſtion ort? | warrant ſhe 
is ſafe enough for telli more tales, I am no Bunglar ab ut a 
VVench; bur where's the Blind-beggar and his Brother? 

Can, The Beggar is a Devil, and his Brother bis familſiar;here's old 
Madge has bit off 100 and 50 Legs and Arms in her daies, and yet 
ſhe could not ſo much as draw blood of him, bee's Mucket-proof, 
or he had dyed for't elſe, | 

T Plays, She is at Rederiff then, there I ſent Sirowd; 

2 end on, tisk, and - n il vibe her: 

t here*s the Cottage, pull the Villain out, T 

Hee's both a Fellon's, — a Murderer, * 
En.er Momford It, « Brgger, 

Monf, VVhat means this out. rage at a Blind mans door? 
Are Engliſhmen become lo inhumane 
That Beggars cannot ſ:ape their violence? 

Sir leb. Leave this diſembling, and ſend forth thy Brother, 
For he hath rob'd t eſe boneſt Gentlemen, 

VVe follow'd him, and (law him enter here, 
Therefore diſpa ch, and either ſend him our, 
Or elſe wee*ll lock the Doors upon you both, 
A 1d fre the rotten Cottage ore your ears, 

Mer. Indeed 1 muſt confels I have a Brother, 
An antient Serving-man, maym'd in the wars 
Under Lord Momfords colours, 

YT, Playn For naming Memford run him through the heart. 

T. Str. — Touch him he that dares z a» God ia me l be his 
Prieſt that thucheth but a hair of him ? 

Can. Strow4, | hope you do but jeſt with us. 

T. Stre, Jeſt.me no jeſts ſhall ne*re be ſaid, Tow Strowg of Her: 
ling ſtood by and ſaw a Blind man murthered, therefore courage 
old Father, iet thy back co inine, and cover thy head with thy Crut- 
ches; I'il rake up my lodging on Gods dear ground, eric 
thou ſhalt take any harm, for the pretty Mother thy Daughters 


ſakes | 
EnteroldPlaynſey, „ Strowd, n Captain V'Veſts 
ford, Sill. Clark, | 
Ol, Playa. How now ? what quarrels have we here > 
Sir Robert sera, it ill beieems a man of your eſtate 
To have a hand in ſuch uolawfull riots; Are 


The ny = 

Are you there Son? have you fo ſoon 
105 2 —— 
To follow ſuc | 

Old, Stro, Ha , i meſo > def rokerbe blind mans part? 
Trat a Sirene right, 8 Norfolk Veoman right, | 

To take part wit tithe weakeſt ; Well done my Boy, 

I dv forgive all mauers that are paſt, 
For joy co fee tl.y beart ſo wellinclic'd. 

4 — . I thank you Father, 204 J forgive you too 


Sir e Sir Walter r. you aber, 
We come with no interit 

——ů— nnn. unto us, 

We found fore hurt and tobꝰ'd by « falſe Theef,, 

And Brother to this Beggar, whom we ſaw 

Enter into his houſe, 

Old Plays, What fay'ſt thou Father? 
— — Av re 6, op Tl 
Or to thy knowledge is he in the bouſe ? 

Men, Sir Walter Playnſey, that I take your name, 
So help me Heaven, as I am ignorent 
From any ſuch lew — 2 — 
Bat ſince your wor call him forth 
In perſon, to make for bemfſelf, . 
Deſiring you to pardon me « while, 
For what with ſorrow and with cares down preſ}, 
My ſightleſi eyes bad need to take their reſt, 
Old P un. Send us thy Brother and be thou diſcharg'd ] 
But Mr. Strewd, what can you ſay to this? - 

T. Stro, Faith Sir, tis a common in our Country, You 
ſhall know by the Market-foliks bow the Market goes; and none 
knows their Knayery better than Ijthat was one of their com- 
pany, Father do you ſcethoſe two fellows there ? 

Old Stre. 1 (on, . 


Exit. 


T. Sera, Why theſe weve they thet colex#d me of y fr fore 
and with the falſe Rept car ha e104 nyt yeogd Lo 
Swab of the 100 f. too. 

Old Stre. What theſe Geatlemen'>:® 1612 44 * 


7. — x Gpd mend w6;y eoipleyHhperieme OS 
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mee Bednall-Green, 

Old Stro. Ist poſſible gen? A 
T. Stro, you Sa — nording, 
have paid for my learning;and — — their company in bo — 

get ſome ſatisfaction Crab my! en; it wawmy chance to 
2 Sir Robert W+ and Mr there gave them — 4 
murder the Bli tvs Brother, and bis Daughter : but by 
my means the Beggar and his Daughter are alive, but what's de⸗ 
come of his Brother I know not; this, as Iam Tow Srrowd of Har. 
ling, and a true-hearted Nor fert · man, I'll jabific - ry one, two, 
three, or the whole pack of *em, when, where, or bow they dare, 
for the very ears and guts of em all, I 

Can, Strowd, are a Nit, a Slave, and a Peſſant, 

T. Stro, How a Feſſant ? —1 ſcorn to ſoy! my bands about thee : 
but and I bad thee alone, with a tough Aſhen Gibbet in my hand, 
and I did not dry bang ye. all one after np, Ide cat no meat 
but Muſtard; ſen ye ? | 

01d Playn, Strowd have a care you ſpeak but truth. 

Old Stre. And ſpeak the truth Boy as thou art my Son. 

T. Stre. And I do not l' give you leave to call me Cut, ſen ye? 

Old Pla)n, Sir Ribirt Meſtford this concerns you near, 
And Son it touches your reputation too :? 

Y. Plays. But it ſhall touch his life chat Authors it; 


Strowd you are a villain, and for old gru Enter Momford 
Betwixt your Father and Sir Robert Weſtford, like a Ser- 
Forg d this ſurmiſe, 2s both theſe = ving man, 


Are ready on their oaths to juſtifie, 


©» 


ir. Tam 1795. 
Old , . 


wm_ can you anſwer in your own 


Sir alt UE we 4, 
* — fot er * — Cee e 
1 — a thought > hot laveant : 


. carte 12 U 


Mü fender of Sir Rebore wand 10164 


The: Blind. Biggar of Bednall-Green, * | 1 

And Me. nt to takt my Het 

04 Playa, W hat reaſon (hould they bave for thee? 

' = #4ouf, Your worſhip ſhall pefeeive; Sit Revit Dre ww 
Wounged by Screws, e 1009-701 2gn5V27 ee 4 
Confeſt unto my Brother the rn 

That by the means of hum and Mr. Plex Q 

They. counterſciced theſe Lerteri that wrought | 

Memfera's baniſhment; Beſides ll tbr 

My Sword ſba!l juſtifie, thus Avr by brüs eng 

Auahen by fqrcive means he would have fette! 

y Neece unto his luſt; All this is true, 

And this 1 M juſtifie uponthelr bodies in the open liſts, - **- | 
- 1, Playni Fhondar'it not for thy life / 

Mob. Playrſay i dare. 1 eg 
And wo'd my Soveraigu Liege give me but leave, 2 
This Sun ſhould ſee thy Treaſons puniſhed, . | 

Sir Reb. Wert thou a Gentlemen as thou art a Slave; 

Ide make thee eat thy words or digthy Grave. 

R T. Soro, Exta ing dend, the old man ſhall take no wrong” 

Dir. : 
. Cap, . Sir Robert Waſtſord; your Gentility 

Shall not tread down the truth; long has my Soul 

Thirſted for this occaſion: for when I {aw 

Youfallifie your faith, wedding your Daughter 

Unto Playaſey's Son, that was the Troth-plight Husband to 3% 

Menſerd, 

] thought as much as this poor man now ſpeaks , 

And will in ſingle combate prove as much; 

He of you doth that thinks himſelf moſt rouch'd, 

Take up my Gage, 

Can, And Vl maintain Sir Robert est ford cauſe, 
Mom. Take up my Glove then. 
Sir Rob, Give me ity I'll maintain it my (elf. 
Had, This ſhalljuſtifie that Sr __ | 
And that baſe ' Villain were agreed to murder un +; 
T. Str?, lis the wind ei that door, Pllcake up thy Glove ; bag 
— and I bang not thy Coxcomb, hang ae l. » 22 7 
Old Plays, | hope this challeng d combate will decide the truth. 
Cap, Weſt. Which Heaven N g. and the King well . 
5 2 
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The ad- Begges if Bednall-Green, 
Shall be perform d this preſent afternoon ; 
Tin ond never ele my Kare from th ol cart 


= fall. Ex. Cap, Wop. 


A black revenge 
7. Plays. And thither N will | follow thee, 


Or born —< juſt cauſe, 
Arive — 


Exit T. Plays, 


0 the Strowds, 
Tit ſwear Lord 27 1 


. Stre, Courage * —— them no 
„ with a Fox tayl, —.— tv u ye 
ſho'd cuyle a fide of dry d Stock · im, 1'1] be bound to go to Rowe 
with a Morter « my head, 

Old Stre, Why Nell laid my Son, let's away, 


T. Sire. But begrk ye Father ; you know I am to go amongſt 
the Court- nowles, you muſt needs let me have good ſtore of mony 
wath we, let not the aste of 5 ROHDS be difgractd, I pray Fa- 
ther. 

Old Stro, Taſh Boy, fear not, Ill carry good; wich me, and that 
ſhall fly ere thou want. 

T. Sire, — And Il bripg ſome ofmy own too, or it ſheil 
hard, Extunt, ' AMaſich, (Corners, 


ACT V. 


— — 


— — — 


4 


Sound Trumpets, Entgr the 6, Gloſs: Cardinal, 
—_ ge ng Ht . 


King, wa” of Gloſter, und Lord Cardinal, 
. — on ſmooch- ac d mich, 


— 


e. 


Gle#t, Glefter ſpeaki firſt, yet (peaks be nor in fear, 
As begging Bewfwefsiriendihip, but in love 
Both to his King, and to far Exylacds good; 
Vet ere I ſer my hand to this new League, 
Bewford, if any undiſg 
Lyes in thy ſwelling boſome, freely ſpeat'r , 
And Glofter will as freely antwer it: 
But if thy Conſcience be 43 cler from ſay] 
Of bateſall treachery, us Geer in, 
Give me thy hand, and with thy hand thy heart 
Which Glofter will as charily regard, | 
As the beſt blood that's chamber d in his breaſt, 

Card. On that Condition B-wſord gives bis hand, 
And from his heave wipes off «ll fp d wrongs, ' 

King, Witneſs this League Lords, and now Ant FH 
Heaven give you joy, bock ofen Ytcler fore; | 
And ofthis new horn peace. Now ncle Gloffer ] defire to know 
IE SH 

i y AGONY 

Little or none; for by Yelleires bis m 
Who as a Priſoner now attends your Grace, 
I have found out ſince Ar baniſhment, 
That all his accuſations were falſe. | 


King. Yer een which Lord Mewferd tad chte, 


18 
N 


W as yeclded up by Treafon. 
I have known Aamſerd in m Brothers days, 
Par in greattruſt ; yet never beard 
That he was found diſloyal in hi; p< 3 1-221 
King. And Uncle Gloſter, we have | Cs 
His honor d age in reverent eſtrers, + © 7 94 
— 2 a 
GleſF. out one old ff, meim 58 
Xiag, Methioks *tisherd the Child noe enjoy 
The riches that the painfull Pather ler. 
To he old A De beers ara] 
To ſee o dave her ri e 
But what grave man is hate Ar Baar 6ld Pl 
Gleft, Sit Waiter Playnſey, * The 


13 | ! 


— 


* 1 


1 


1598. 


— —— — 
— — 
—ä V. 


The. Blind-Brggar of Bednall- Green. 


The boſom ſrignd unto exiled Af 
King, Sir Walter W ee ove Unclet lere 
I pray ſtand up, methiaks thoſe reverent barer: 
Deſerve a ſofter pillar Fg. be ground 
] pray ſtand up, and bold 15 your mind. 
Pla. My Sorerpign Li ege, your Subject comes in love 
To let you know, that divers Gentlemen 
On what preſumption they'tbemſclves eſt k know, | 
Have underta en to prove in open field; 1 ) 
That the Lord Memford who lat fell in France, | 
Was treacherouſly accus d. 
Gleft, Why — your Son. 
That firſt p odnc d his action, > 
Old Playn, Your Grace will give me lea ve to clear my "I nA 
For! was neither ui to tha Lek 
— ſpeak in his excuſe; be is my Son, 
it in malice be hath wrong d Lord Afemſerd, 
13 bim have Juſtice, and the; take place. A 
King, Are they reſd hd ta try it oui in fight ?:? 
Old Plajn, They are my Liege. end only wait — pled ute, 
King. Even what our Uncle GI fler will ſet down. + + 
We do aſſent to, 
Sl. Herald fetch chemin, 
See them at all points arm d. 
Enter with Prem Sir Robert Weſt, young playn. Gerbretcad 1 
land. At the etber Door old Momf. Cop, Welt, Tom drrowd 
ard old Strow d, and Beſi. 
Gleft. Who is the Plaintiff 2 N 


Men. wy 2 Lord. 

Gleſt, Reach Fin the re take thine ud, 
That — not — 5 
To undertake — 


"= truth, avd ae truth, — Heabea, 
f. Pleaſeth oy Grace, this ine. word ir all, 


Sir — a e 77 RN coafeſ . 
To a Blind- in 174071 


That P and himſelf did 9 A 
The — Momf ord: daniliwene. 

Gleff. Give him the , now anſwer on chme outb. 
Ig by defence, . 


The Blind-Brg gar of Benall er 
A4 . Then firſt my Liege tis falte, : 


Next he. 11 Felon, and eee m dead 
Offer d to rob theſe boneſt Gentlemen | 
In the high w 


a 
T. Stro, — . can hold my to no longer, iber an — 
lye my Lord, that' the plain E. cl Jie for lu by: 
Rebert Weftfor# and Mr. — — them 304; to the 
Blind- beggar, bis Brother, and hu Davghter , and if 1 dad not 
been, they had been all ku d rog, ſo had 
K mg, Fellows what do you ſaꝝ to this # 
{ a», My Lege I cannot tak, grant me the Combate; and my 
Sword ſhall prove! lam Solder, and my tongue nere knew 'the 
art of ſcolding.i' 
Gloſs. Give him his will,alarum tothe fade 
King. Stay, for me thinks there is (ome Sileredor, ; 
Dee dul 26 221g HE hunk 
And for we highly 4 oe our Subject lives, „mid 
Good Uncle G them chooſe their weapons, ' | 
It may be a — to ſave their lives. 
Gleſt, And hearten others in purſute of knowledge. 
Herauld bring forth all ſorts of weapons, hs 
'Tis the King's pleaſure that every! man q 
Make choice of choſe weapons he bach praftis* 4moſt, | 
Sir Robert chuſe your weapon firſt, 
Sir Rob, Thanks to myLiege:the common fight of theſe ame wing 
men is ſword and dagger, therefore 1'ilchuſe the ſword and target 
they are unskilfull in; I take the ſword and target for wy daſemse. 
Mnf, And my Lege, becruſe Sr A.. Hen Oal}.not thek 
In rake any — ge, Fil anſwer him at us own weapents 1, 7 
K 1ng,*$15 well; ol to the nent. 
r. Plays, Come Captain We/ford, you have been in Span, 
And well are practis d in the deſperate fighe ot ſipgle Ro pier ? 
Cap. wif Th he 
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K ing. $0 are nor we the leRapi +100 der. . 
And therefore cao bee echts — pig 
Or we will hate no Gambas Gi, 

7. Playa. Backfword then yd Grace, 


King. So, weert plensd- a 5 3 Nia 1 
Can Si S — alt ih, | 
Had. 1 chooſe ao ocher, and 1 bad a thenſend livers! - eu 


The _—_ - Beg gar of Bednall-Green. 


Tow, Sire. I do, take bars of and your B 
edict att * 
be (een again. 

| King, Sirrab thou fellow, 

— tre, Anon, 


Wbt weapons wilt chov uſe? 
CE _—_ _— at waſtery as wel] 
all's one for that, give me but an aſhen Gibbet 


and I do not dry-bang them both, V be bound to eat 
— 2 ſo will 1. 


King, An > what doſt thou mea by chat? 

T, Srro. What do I mean by it quoch ye /I thin you be fib to 
one of the L that ask'r, whether Hay»cocks were 
better meat broyl'd or an aſhen Plant, à good Cudpel!, 
what ſho'd I cait?- 


\, Xing, If there be ſach weapon inche Cover, let one go ſetch it 
m. 
T. Stro. N 4 - = w_ and fet ic my ſell. 
Smaſh bring out my bleſt Bepgar chere * 
Emer Swa with an flew Gibbetz 
Swaſb. Yes Sir, here's your bleſt Aeg 


with it, 1'll give 


Teng. 

- — they know me well enough 1 have cudgelled them 
' King, . dare oppoſe them boch, bave thy deſire, 
King. Alzprum to the fright. 

Alarum. doll hear? fight; and Momford': Ade Wins. 


King. What ſhould 1 eilte Country, and thy name ? 


7. Str π 9 ? © -t 
Gu. The King wo'd kagw eres, 

T. Stre, My name ? Ian — 
Strewd of Haun ru * at Camps or urs ſſel 2 
— e 
kt, n, me bright for eight. 
kia, A lofty —— 
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we 


ö 


The Blind- Brggar of Bednall-Green. 
We hive too few ſuch Subjecti in our Land; where's the Blind-beg- 
gar and his brother? 

T. Stre, Where the Blind-begpar is I knowhot, but here's the 
pretty Mother bis Daughter; and thou beeſt a kind ſpringall ſpeak 
a good word for me to my father chat I may have her, and as God 
mend me and ere thou com'ſt into Norfolk Vil give thee as good a 
Diſh of Dumplings as ere thou layc'ſt thy lips too, ſo will I, ſen ye? 

Old Stre. How? mary with a Begpar ? mix the blood of Sirowds 
with a tatter? either caſt her off, or 1 will caſt off thee. 

T Stro, Now we ſhall have a coyl with ye; and ye were not my 
father ld knock your pate, ſo wo'd J. 

Old Stro. How's that? do and thou dare. 

Memf. Strowd, though ſhe be Daughter to a poor Bind-man 
that long hath liv'd on good mens charity, do not diſdain her, Be 
her birth as it may, the portion I'll give with her, deſerves as good 
a Husband as your Son. 

T. Stre, Bate me an ace of that qd. Bolten, yet I would I had her 
as naked as my nay], 

Old Stro, As good a portion as my Son? proud Beggar, 

"Tis not your Clapdiſh and your patch*'d Gown can do't. 
Mom}, However poor, good Sir digrace me nor, 

Old Str. Tis my diſgrace to be out-worded by a Beggar ? 
But and thou be'ſt ſuch a well-monied man 
As thou doſt brag, dar'ſt drop old Angels with me? 

And he that out · drops other, take up all? 

Mowf. That were ambition in a beggar Sir. 

Cap, eſt.*Twere credit for thee, and thou couldſt out · drop him, 

Mowf. So pleaſe my Liege to give me leave, I'll venture 
That ſmall Eſtate I have, 

King. We are content, 

Mongſt cares tis fit to mix ſome meriment. 

AMomf. Come hither Daughter; are you ready Maſter? 

T. Str. —To him Father, never loſe a hog for « balfp*worth of 
tar; come old fellow bring chy white Bears to the ſtake, and thy 
yellow gingle boys to the Bull-ring ; — Father wherefore do you 
hang an arſe ſo? they are all our own and there were a comb ſeck 
full on 'em 

Aon, 1 thus begin. 

Old a And _ anſwer thee, 

Mom. hus 1 - 

O Stro, And thus do] joynifſue? 

K T. Sire, 


The Blind. Beggar e Bednall-Green, 


T. S ro. I bad rather joyn iſſue a ith te Mother a great deal. had l. 

Cid Stre. Some more mon Swaſs. 

Swab, Here Maſter, we'll out irop the Beggar, well make Gill 

ſwear elſe. 

Old Stirs, Hiſt thou any mony abont thee Tom ? 

T, Str, An hundred angels, and a better peny, Pigs of your own 

Sow Father, 
AMemf, There's 20 more. 
Old Stro, More yet? the Raſcal will diſgrace me; more yet ? 
T. Stre, And yet too, — yon think beggars ha“ no lice fat er, 
G. Why how now S:rowd, begins it to be low water with ye? 

Old Stre, Iam cꝰen run a ground, have drop'd till I can drop no 
more, 

T. Stro, You mult een burn of the ſpit, for I have no more 0\ | 
of Angels to baſt you father. 

Old Stre. Nor thou Swaſh ? 

Swaſh, Only « broken three farthings that I kept ina corner to 
bay my wench pins with, 

Mom, All this is mine then. 

Old Sire. I not denyꝰt tis true 
That was our match, and ſo good Gold adue. 

7. Str. —1 have brought my hogs to a fair Market, muſt [ 
loſe the Mother and all my Gold too ? 

Old Siro, Yes faith, all's gone Tom. 

7. Stro. This is your foolery Father, and I bad dont, we ſho'd 
have had ſuch a ſcolding with you. 

Memf. Then Strowd where thou before didſt ſcorn my Daughter, 
Now I do ſcorn thy Son; not movy*d through hate, 

For Strowd I hold thee a moſt honeſt man, 

For right thou didſt unto Lord Momford's Daughter, 
And fince thy Son did ſave my poor Girls life, 

And reſcued mine with hazard of his own, 

This Gold which by our bargain is all mine 

I freely give him towards his mariage. 

King. Truſt me a gellant Beggar. 

7. Kere, Beggar? — He might be a King for his bounty, for he 
gives away all, 

Swaſh, 1 know the reaſon of that, he can beg more, and Begging 
be ſo good an occupation wo'd I had been bound Apprentice to'c 
ſeven years ago, there was ſomewhat to be got by it then, tis out 
of requeſt now. 
T, Ste, 


The Blind Berger of Bednall-Green, 
T. tro, This is old excellent, here carry*t to my Chamber S., 
and lock the door faſt I charge thee. 

Swaſh. And I meet no falſe Knaves by the way; Cane and Had- 
land here had been a ſimple boon for you now, Exit, 

Monf. Ani now my Lord, ſince Momford is prov'd clear, 

And his Accuſcrs haveconfeſt their guilt, 

I freely give my Daughter to the man 
Who for the love of Anf, ( lov'd of all) 
Will take her to his wife. 

Cap, Weſt For Momſwrd's ke, whoſe honor'd deeds 

Are writ up with the blood of the proud French, 
Were ſhe the meaneſt and deformed*:t Creature 
That treads upon the boſome of the earth, 
Weſtford wo'd take, love, live and marry her. 

Aen. Nay then | fee that virtue ſhall find friends; 
Take her good Captain, and for Memſord' like 
U'e the Maid k:ndly, 

J. Stre, Why farewell 40 pence, I ha fiſht fair and caught a 
frog; well Mother, though | am no Gentleman, I co'd ha brought 
you to more Land than a ſcore on em, thou ſhould'ſt have had 40 
as fair milch kine to your payl, as « man ſho'd need to ſee ina 
Summers day, 4 yoak of Oxen, and three team of Cart-Horſes; be- 
ſides thou ſhould'ſt have had thine ambling nag, and thy ſides 
ſaddle to ha rid on, a little eaſier than to be jaunted up and down 
Lunden Streets in a lethern wheel-barrow ; and then ot the other 
ſide there's the old woman my Mother, ſhe would have made thee 
a vild-good Huſwife could have taught thee how to a made 
butter, and flap-jacks, frittert, pancakes, I and the rareſt foolt, all the 
Ladies in the Land know not how to turn their hands to em: 
But l' take my leave on thee with an oh good night Land lady 
the Moon is up, 

; Momford diſcovers himſelf. 
Cap N. Gl. Cd. Momſord | 
K ing. Bold Momford living, and proved Loyal, 

Thy Love like « rich Jewel we will wear 
Next to our hear; upon thoſe Gentlemen 
That have maintain'd and proved faithfull, 
Wedo confer a 100 Crowns a piece. 

Momf.Y our Grace in this does Momford double right 
And noble Country. men while we do live, 
Your Love and Valour muſt not be forgotten, 


| The Blind-PergarefBednall-Green, 
old * How lr you will we deal with your Accuſeri 
. King. That we refer onto our Unele Gloſter , 
"Whe better knows thoſe paſſages thanwe, 
O lust. Since tis your will my Liege, then thur'r muſt be, 
For you 7. Playnſey and Sir Robert Weſtford 
Receive a legal Tryal; Canber and Had, 
We for a Preſident will bave you ſent 
Out of the Land to dateleſs baniſhment, 

Can, Thanks your good Honor, and we'il do you more good by 
cheating your enemies abroad, than ever we did hurt by coſening 
honeſt ſjubjeRs at home. 

King. Good Uncle Gloſter, we commend. your care 
For throwing out ſuch rank weeds forth our Land, 

Whoſe weakea'd body hath been fick too long 
Wanting tho'g helps that ſhould have mad& it ſtrong, 
Mongſt whom Lord Monsford you are not the Jeaft 
( Pray Heaven you be the laſt ) whom this wilde beaſt, 
Ambitious treaſon ſought to tuinate 

But in requital of your more than wrong 

We make you here our Lord High- Treaturer, 

And Captain ford, make you General 

Of all our forces muſter'd up gainſt France, 

Thus our disjointed Kingdom being made ſlrong, 
Eich Member ſeated in his proper (cat , 

Let's in to praiſe his name, whoſe powerfull hand 
Protects the ſafety of our peaceſull Land, 


JOHN DAY, 


